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importance, and have been looked upon as exactly the right man in the right place in a neighbourhood 
where both men and animals need be well shod, if they are to attempt the long and trying roads which 
branch out hence in various directions.
"What a number of knights and travellers, kings, bishops, and grandees have passed through the upper 
and lower town in bygone days on their way to or from the Pass of the Great St. Bernard ! This famous 
pass has been so intimately associated with the history of Europe, that any one who feels inclined to Avrite 
a monograph on the subject will find materials enough to fill several volumes. The Great St. Bernard 
rears its head aloft among the clouds like some ancient monument—not, indeed, that it is distinguished for 
its beauty any more than are the pyramids ; but it possesses considerable interest because upon its walls 
one may read the fate of many nations, and upon the stones by the wayside one may still trace their 
footprints. W hat a number of shadowy forms seem to move on along the road before us ! First there are 
the Boman priests, whose duty it was to minister to Jupiter Penninus in his temple on the summit of the 
pass, near which a castle was built and garrisoned with veteran soldiers, for the protection not only of 
the temple, but also of the road. To the priests succeed Charles the Great, Hem y IV., and many, many 
others, until we come to those world-renouncing monks who, about the year 1800, were guarded by a body 
of Frenchmen, just as the priests of Jupiter had been by the warriors of Eome. The name of Aosta—a 
place on the Italian side of the pass—reminds us of the famous emperor after whom it was formerly called 
Augusta Prætoria.
Summus Penninus was the name given to the mountain on whose summit sacrifices were offered 
to Jupiter Penninus. He was the tutelary genius of travellers, and, after a successful passage across 
the mountain, people used to show their gratitude by hanging votive tablets in his temple. A moun­
tain was naturally a more terrible and awful object to the Eomans than it was to those northern races 
who were accustomed to live in a land where the mean temperature of the year was beloAV freezing point, 
where for a hundred days out of the three hundred and sixty-five all things appeared enveloped in a thick 
grey fog, and where the snoAV generally lay for nine months out of the twelve, and in many places reached 
a depth of forty feet. W hether the priests of those days exhibited such love towards men as those do 
who have succeeded them is very doubtful. Theodosius drove them aAvay summarily, and destroyed the 
temple and statue of Jupiter. But the old superstition still lingered, and the name of Mont J ou, given by 
the common people to the Great St. Bernard by way of distinguishing it from the Little St. Bernard, 
reminds one of the Mons Jovis of the Eomans. The site of the temple is well-knoAvn ; it is a little plateau 
situated at the most elevated part of the pass, not far from the Hospice, and is covered with broken 
fragments of rock and wall, among which are to be found many ancient remains, and to this day it goes by 
the name of the Plain of Jupiter.
Franks, Burgundians, and Longobardi garrisoned the mountain in succession after the retreat of the 
Eomans ; and then, towards the end of the ninth century, came the Hermans, and they too established 
thcmsehres among the clouds. To them succeeded the wild Saracens, who brought terror and destruction 
to all the toAvns and villages in the neighbourhood ; and, when they had been driven away, it was still 
found impossible to master the band of robbers who had taken possession of the pass and held it against 
all comers. So shamefully did they behave that the most terrible stories were told of them in all the 
countries of Europe, and no one any longer cared to travel by this road. They had thrown up earthworks 
the whole way from the lake to the mountain, leaving but one opening, through which travellers were
permitted to pass only on the payment of an exorbitant toll. Conrad II ., Rudolph III ., and Canute the 
Great had full opportunity of seeing how bad the state of affairs was when they crossed the pass together 
in 1026, and they accordingly determined to clear the mountain.
The building of the house of refuge is ascribed to St. Bernard of Menthon, Archbishop of Aosta, 
who hoped to put a stop both to the plundering and to the horrible and superstitious rites which were 
still practised there, by establishing this house and placing in it a brotherhood of regular canons, who 
should conduct the service of the Christian Church strictly according to the prescribed rule. When Pope 
Leo IX . crossed the mountain he found the new institution in the best possible order, and the mountain, 
which up to that time had been called after St. Nicholas of Myra, henceforth bore the name of St. Bernard, 
the benefactor of mankind. But there is another name besides St. Bernard’s which is also intimately 
connected with the mountain, namely, that of Napoleon. That Hannibal never crossed the pass is now 
quite an established fact, hut Napoleon did cross it. He was clever enough to deceive the allied Powers ; 
and the assembling of his troops at Lausanne was but a feint to conceal his preparations for traversing the
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Alps. On the 19th of May he arrived at Martigny, and then the question was how to convey the baggage 
and war material over the still snow-covered mountain. The cannon were taken to pieces, all the sledges in 
the neighbourhood were requisitioned, and, besides these, trunks of trees and harrows were employed as 
means of transport. By the 20th of May the Consul was across the pass. The people who dwell in the 
vicinity declare that Napoleon promised them he would make the road over the St. Bernard into a carriage- 
road like that of the Simplon. A t present carriages from Martigny can go only as far as Cantine, a little 
beyond St. Pierre, while on the Italian side they can go only from Aosta to Etroubles. The intermediate 
part of the road is a mere bridle way, and in the middle of the pass, at a height of eight thousand feet 
above the sea, stands the famous Hospice, one of the most exalted human habitations in Europe.
People who disport themselves during the months of June and July in the sunny watering-places down 
below, wearing their lightest summer clothing and complaining of the heat of the valley, or perhaps taking 
refuge in their comfortable hotel at the first breath of the evening breeze, have no idea of the wild winter 
storms which are raging among the mountains at this same time, nor of the clouds of sharp needle-like
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snowflakes which flutter round the savage cliffs, blowing in the face of the half-frozen traveller and 
completely hiding his path. In  those upper regions terrible dangers are everywhere lurking ; and those 
who escape death at the hands of the avalanche and treacherous snowstorm too often perish from hunger 
and fatigue.
However, the monks and their servants keep constant watch, over the lives of the wayfarers, and are 
greatly assisted in this then- arduous labour of love by the faithful St. Bernard dogs. The little hand of 
watchers take no rest night or day ; even when the sun is shining two servants are constantly pacing to 
and fro on the look out for travellers, and in bad weather the whole establishment turns out to search for 
those who have lost their way and to administer restoratives to such as have become exhausted and
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unconscious from exposure to the cold. The grave-looking beautiful building of dark free-stone which 
stands in the midst of this dreary desert is deservedly looked upon with admiration, as are also all its 
inhabitants, both men and animals, who have renounced the sunshine and other attractions of the valley 
below; and it is with a feeling of reverence that one enters within walls so sacred, which have already 
extended their generous hospitality to so many hundred thousand human beings. Unfortunately the 
genuine old breed of St. Bernard dogs had almost if not altogether died out at one time, owing to 
the unusually severe weather which occurred in the winter of 1830, when both packs, male and female, 
were taken out and great numbers of the dogs perished. Lately, however, the original breed has been 
revived at Höflingen, near Bern, and has been re-introduced in this and other hospices. I t  is superfluous
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to do more than mention the name of the noble “ Barry,” the most famous of all the dogs. His praises
are in every man’s mouth ; for though “ B arry” was “ only a dog,” he had a very human heart, and
deserves to be as honourably and gratefully remembered as Mrs. Houstoun’s “ Bruno.”
'1 Shrill sounds are breaking on tho startled ear,
The shriek of agony, the cry of fear,
And the sad tones of childhood in distress 
Are echoing through the snow-clad wilderness.
And who the first to waken to the sound,
And quickly down the icy path to hound,
To dare the storm with anxious step and grave,
The first to answer and the first to save ?
’Tis he, the brave old dog, who many a day 
Hath saved lost wand’rers in that dreary way ;
And now with head close crouched along the ground,
Is watching eagerly each coming sound.
Sudden he starts—the cry is near !
On, gallant Bruno ! know no fear !
On ! for that cry may be the last,
And human life is ebbing fast ! •
And now he hurries on with heaving side,
Dashing the snow from off his shaggy hide.
He nears the child, he hears his gasping sighs,
And, with a tender care, he bears away the prize.”
Those who desire to reach Italy by a less difficult road than that over the St. Bernard had better proceed 
farther up Valais by way of Sitten until they come to Brieg, and so reach another famous pass—that of 
Sempronius, Cimpron, or Simplon—which will take them out of the valley of the Bhone, and through a 
region of snow and ice down to Domo d’Ossola, in the vale of the Tosa, whence they may be speedily 
conveyed to the rosy bowers which encircle the Lago Maggiore.
The Simplon road, which fills one with unfeigned admiration for the man who could conceive and carry 
•out so stupendous a work, is far more worthy of the genius of Goethe’s “ F aust” than the reclaiming of a hit 
•of land from the sea—and, in fact, it owes its existence to that Faust of our century, Hapoleon I., 
who hewed—
“ A pathway for his host above the cloud,
Guiding their footsteps o’er the frost-work crown 
Of the throned Alps.”
In  obedience to the mandates of his iron will, the whole colossal work was executed within five years— 
that is, between 1801 and 1806. Before this time it had been dangerous, and often impossible, to cross 
the pass, owing to the wild havoc wrought by the torrents, which are nowhere more fierce and violent in 
•character than they are here. The chronicles say that, at the time of the passage of the Great St. Bernard 
by the French troops, a thousand of them under Bcthencourt attempted to cross the Simplon. A t Isella, 
where the Italian custom-house is now situated, they were brought to a halt by finding that a long bridge 
had been shattered to pieces by avalanches. The upright posts on which the planks had rested had, 
however, been left standing, and one of the soldiers boldly proposed to try  and get across from one to the 
other. Ho succeeded in reaching the other side, carrying with him one end of a rope, which was then 
made fast across the gorge, and by this means the Avhole body of troops, with the general at their head, 
managed to swing themselves over into Italy, carrying all their baggage with them.
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As early as 1797 Napoleon expressed in Milan Ms intention of constructing a military road across the 
Simplon, and in 1800 he gave orders for the work to be begun. France and Italy were each to contribute a 
hundred thousand francs a month, and Valais was compelled to furnish labourers. By the 25th September, 
1805, the road was passable for carriages, and a hospice, consisting at first but of one story, was erected for 
the reception of travellers. The cost of the whole did not exceed eighteen million francs, and, even before 
it was completed, a memorial with the following inscription had been put up to the newly crowned 
Emperor by the new-fangled and u grateful Bepublic of Valais —
Napoleone Primo . . . .  Keipublicae Valcsiae Bestauratori, 
semper Optimo . . . .  in monte Jovis et Sempronii 
semper memorando.”
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terrible character, and is apt to make the lonely traveller shudder even while it fascinates him. But 
the Simplon road leads us into a land of sunshine, whose soft warm air and luxiu’iant Southern vegetation 
become more and more attractive the lower we descend.
But, indeed, we may fancy ourselves to be in Italy as soon as we reach Sitten, or Sion, for the flowers
By means of two-and-twenty large bridges and an immense number of small ones, the traveller is conducted
over dizzy chasms and water-courses. When, however, the cliffs 
and avalanches seem to become too menacing, the road creeps away 
into one of the numerous casemate-like galleries, which are often 
several hundred feet in length, and sometimes have a torrent of 
water thundering down upon them from above. To meet all 
possible cases of need, there are various houses of refuge along 
the way—as many as six occurring between Brieg and the 
Hospice. The views which meet one on all sides of snow- 
crowned mountains and icy glaciers are stupendously grand and 
beautiful ; but the beauty is of a somewhat unapproachable and
and shrubs, the fruits and the wine, all tell of a more ardent sun, and even the town itself has such a 
foreign, Southern aspect that at first sight we are apt to forget that we are still within the borders 
of Switzerland. I f  a pilgrimage up or down the valley of the Ehone be on the whole a wearisome business, 
this town, at least, is an oasis in the long, monotonous tract, for it is situated in the midst of most lovely 
scenery, and the view of the distant landscape to be seen from the top of the castles is very charming. 
The long, weary high road looks less monotonously straight ; the bare cliffs, from which the scorching sun 
beats down upon our heads, look soft and blue in the distance ; the river, often such a wild, destructive 
neighbour, gleams out here and there like a silver thread amid the groups of trees which border its course 
through the brown damp soil ; and the town itself is, as all artists agree in declaring, and as our own 
eyes assure us, extremely picturesque. But by the town we must be understood to mean not so much 
the grand principal street, nor the gloomy, narrow, and occasionally dirty heart of the town, but rather the 
castles which crown the heights, and, though grey with age, are still as undecayed as the courage of the 
Yalaisans. Sion’s history has been a wild and tumultuous one, both physically and politically, and traces 
of the convulsions through which she has passed are still clearly discernible. For centuries the tide of war 
flowed around her walls with as little intermission as the waters of the Ehone, and neither castles nor 
fortifications were always able to prevent its forcing an entrance into the town. Fortunately, there is a 
good deal of toughness and power of endurance in the human species, otherwise Sion must long since have 
become a tradition of the past. As it is, she has still plenty of warm life-blood left in her veins. Her last 
great time of suffering was when she was captured by the French Knights of Liberty, for the unfortunate 
town was given up to plunder for six hours. Her streets ran with rivers of blood, and an extortionate tax 
was levied upon the inhabitants. Such wounds as these cannot speedily be healed, and accordingly the town 
still looks rather grave and mediæval, and has, as some people think, the air of a fortified convent. But 
the history of Sion involves the history of the whole country, so we must reluctantly abandon any further 
investigations at present ; though, had we the time to listen, we might obtain a good deal of information 
and hear a good many lamentations from the ruins of the old episcopal Castle of Tourbillon which crown 
the northern height above the town. I t  was destroyed in 1798, after an existence of three hundred years. 
The ancient Castle of Valeria, which stands on the neighbouring peak, and contains a very ancient church 
dedicated to St. Catherine, has had a similar history, and the Castle of Majoria, formerly the bishop’s 
palace, has also weathered many a storm. The number of these silent witnesses to the history of the town 
might be further increased by the neighbouring ruined castles of Mont d’Orge and Sion, which stand 
behind the battle-field of La Planta, the present exercise-ground, and saw the army of the Duke of 
Savoy cut down and butchered by the inhabitants of Upper Valais and their allies. Many a castle 
fell a victim to the flames in those days ; and the victorious Valaisans pressed on past Martigny and 
St. Maurice. The solitary “ Witches’ Tower,” near the Cathedral, is all that has survived from those days 
in the interior of the town, for the old fortifications have been abandoned since 1831. Those who expect 
to find anything else that is worth seeing in Sion, or Sitten, as the Germans call it, will infallibly be 
disappointed. The most interesting thing about the place is its history, and the most beautiful is the 
view from the castles. The view from the Castle of Tourbillon, for example, embraces the whole district 
from Lcuk to Martigny, a grand and beautiful bit of Alpine scenery, in which the most striking figure is 
the Bietschhorn.
Immediately opposite Sion rises a series of green pleasant-looking hills, clothed with trees and pastures,
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which the people call M ciiensasse ;  and the innkeeper’s pretty little daughter looks up from the Hôtel de la 
Poste at the clouds which hover over the fir-trees up above, thinking regretfully of the beautiful days which 
she has spent there in the rustic summer-houses under the trees drinking milk fresh from the cow. Every­
body who can, in fact, goes up there when the atmosphere of the Ehone valley becomes too close and 
oppressive ; and, in the eyes of the young folk of Sion, all the poetry of life is to he found in the “ Mayens.” 
I t  is here that the Raphael of Sion, the benefactor of the Yalaisan mountaineers and the active climber of 
mountains, has found the subject for his picture, “ The Chapel in the Wood,” which has the merit of being 
thoroughly true to nature, for the people of Valais are still faithful to their churches and chapels, and 
throng them in crowds. Sion, as Ritz has found, is a capital centre whence to make sketching excursions.
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The little hermitage of Longeborgne, for instance, which lies buried among rocks and cliffs quite close to 
Sion, and is like a tiny strange world all by itself, affords plenty of material for the artist. So too do the 
ruins of Mont d’Orgc ,on yonder rocky eminence, with the quiet little mountain tarn lying in the hollow 
hard by, of which the people in the neighbourhood have so many fabulous tales to tell. This spot abounds 
in charming picturesque “ bits,” and a little farther on we come to Molignon, Drona, and Bramois, all of 
them possessing great attractions for the artist, and all within walking distance of Sion. I t  is needless to 
add that longer excursions are abundantly plentiful.
But now we must proceed on oui’ way to Brieg, passing through Sierre and Leulc. On a hot summer’s 
day we shall find the sun in the valley very scorching ; moreover the road is dazzlingly white, and there is 
no end to the dust. Under such circumstances as these the valley of the Rhone becomes very wearisome ;
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which indeed it is, with but few exceptions, throughout its whole course. All the charm and attraction 
and fresh beauty of Valais are to he found in its more elevated lateral valleys. But the grapes would be 
less fine than they arc hut for this ardent sun ; and, as those who intend to undergo the grape-cure do not 
come hither till the autumn, when the heat has somewhat abated, they will probably admit that, at this 
time of the year, there is a good deal to please the eye even in the neighbourhood of Siders. The valley 
becomes broader at this point, the mountains recede, and the long stretches of green grass are shaded by 
fruit trees of various descriptions ; the hills are covered with grape-vines laden with ripening fruit, and 
above the vineyards shine forth the golden corn-fields, and these again arc surmounted by the dark-green
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woods. W hat with its substantial houses, formerly belonging to old patrician families, and the ruined 
castle which crowns its rocky height, the town itself produces a very pleasant impression on the traveller 
when viewed from a distance. On a nearer inspection he will discover that here, as elsewhere in Valais, 
there is a great want of cleanliness, and cretinism is fearfully prevalent. This latter evil may be attri­
butable to the bad water, which is said to be almost undrinkable and to produce hoarseness ; though 
when it has passed through the woody stem of the vine it is converted into the precious wine known as 
Malvoisier, or rather Malvasier, as we ought to say, for at Siders, or Sierre, we bid farewell to the French 
language and enter upon the German division of the canton.
Proceeding on our way, wo go through the wood of Pfynwald and past the little hamlet of Pfyn, and
then past Lenk, which lies on the other side of the Ehone to our left, and is connected with the Simplon 
road by an old covered wooden bridge of rather fragile appearance. Above the bridge the road mounts 
upwards to the ancient mountain town of Leuk, a brown-lined little place which looks nearly as frail and 
rickety as the bridge. The famous Leuk baths lie some nine miles higher up among the mountains, and 
are connected with the town by the Dala, a torrent which dashes into the Elione with much impetuosity at 
this point. In  the old feudal times Leuk was a place of more importance than it is now. Its castles are 
in ruins, and even in broad daylight it is haunted by many a poor ghost of the Middle Ages, while at 
other times and in stormy weather, if we are to believe the stories of its inhabitants, all the demons who
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have been banished to the neighbouring gorge of the dangerous Illgraben are let loose, and make use of 
their liberty to send avalanches of tufa, mud, and stones thundering down upon the town. Those who do 
not feel it absolutely necessary to pay Leuk a visit may go on at once to the cascade of the Turtmannbach, 
which leaps down the face of the cliff opposite the village of the same name, and is surrounded by scenery 
of great beauty. This torrent is fed by the Turtmann or Tourtemagne glacier, which descends from the 
Weis shorn ; and those who are weary of the long dusty road and the melancholy Ehone may refresh their 
eyes and minds by the contemplation of this fall of crystal-clear water. Lavater, indeed, was so enraptured 
with the waterfall that he was beginning to declaim an enthusiastic hymn in its honour, when a mathe­
matical friend interrupted him with, “ Come, come, be moderate. After all, the water is only obeying the
natural law of gravity. I f  it were to flow up the cliff instead of down it, now there might he something 
worth declaiming about ! ”
Our next halting-place is Yisp, or Yiège, situated on the slope above the dangerous river Yisp. The
road runs through the middle of the village, and at each end there 
'• is à church ; but if they were placed there by way of guards
they have done their work ill, as the chronicles of Yisp only 
too plainly show. Looking at the surrounding country now, and 
seeing how profoundly peaceful it looks with its orchards, splendid 
walnuts and Spanish chestnuts, with its soft meadows and terraced 
vines, with the woods above, and the strong, steep mountains 
forming a protecting wall in the rear, we can hardly guess how 
much the people hereabouts have suffered from the violence of 
the elements ; and the only evidence that anything extraordinary 
has ever taken place here is in the broken-down church tower and 
various modern ruins, as well as in the gaps and cracks which are 
visible both in the peasants’ cottages and in the solid old palaces 
of the nobility. The extraordinary catastrophe which occasioned 
all this destruction was not a flood, however—floods are every-day 
affairs here—but an earthquake, which occurred in July, 1855, 
producing a disastrous effect upon the whole valley of the Yisp. 
The entire village was converted into a gigantic ruin, and the 
terrified inhabitants thought of leaving the place altogether and 
settling themselves elsewhere — a project for which they had 
already asked and obtained the Pope’s benediction. Those 
terrible days are still vividly remembered by all who were alive 
at the time, and many horrible and wonderful tales are told of 
them by the peasants. Comparing it with what it was in the 
Middle Ages, Yisp is in a state of decadence. Formerly it was 
a strong, stately-looking place, inhabited by numerous patrician 
families, who are even said to have had a church for their own 
exclusive use, so that they might not be forced to worship with 
the poor. They do not seem to have possessed much artistic taste, 
for the “ palaces ” of Yisp are very shapeless masses of stone. 
The nobility, whose shattered castles stand before the town, 
injure the people no longer ; but the river Yisp is a bad neigh­
bour, and the exhalations from the surrounding marshes render 
Yisp an unhealthy place. The traveller will not care to loiter 
here when he may get away from the dust and vapours to the 
t h e  h a t h h a u s , B R iE G . other side of the wall-like cliffs where lie the white mountains,
one of whose snowy heads looks through the opening of the valley and seems to promise great things. This 
mountain is the Balfrin, which stands at the entrance to the valley of the Saasthal.
But to continue our journey, the primary object of which will be accomplished when we reach the 
spot where the lively Saltina pours itself into the Bhone, and the magnificent road by which we have been 
travelling turns off to the right in the direction of the Simplon and Italy. Here stands Brieg, or Brigue, 
perhaps the best-looking toAvn in the whole of Valais. I t  is really quite a grand place, and excites great 
expectations when we first behold it embowered among the rich green trees in the distance. As we draw 
nearer, our attention is caught by the shining roofs of its tall white houses, and by the odd pear-shaped 
glittering cupolas which surmount its turrets. When the sun is shining the town looks very bright and 
aerial, for the houses are surrounded by orchards and meadows, and the light is reflected with dazzling
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brilliancy from the roofs and cupolas, which are covered with plates of tin or tiles of mica slate. On 
further acquaintance, Brieg, if not exactly disappointing, can hardly be said to possess any special 
attractions for the traveller, unless he cares to penetrate into some of the many courtyards, where 
architectural relics of the Middle Ages—such as walls, friezes, and arches—are still preserved. A great 
many powerful families used to dwell in Brieg ; but the Church was more powerful than all, as is evident 
from the numerous ecclesiastical buildings which still remain in a good state of preservation. The 
immediate neighbourhood is very charming, and abounds in subjects for the artist’s brush. Vegetation 
is extremely luxuriant, thanks to the Italian breezes which find their way hither over the Simplon in the 
spring-time, and the wine has all the fiery ardour of the South. Brieg is more ancient than any other town
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in Valais but one, and is supposed to have been the ancient Keltic Viberiga, the chief settlement of the 
V iberi; Briga meaning “ a bridge,” and Viberiga “ the bridge of the Viberi.” Ko doubt the Bomans 
valued it for the sake of the passage which it afforded them across the river.
The history of the town is abundantly interesting, but we cannot even touch upon it now, and must 
content ourselves with the narration of one episode, which is not only intrinsically interesting, but 
possesses the further recommendation of being purely Valaisan in character. This is the history of the 
“ Mazze,” which helped to bring about the great insurrection of 1414. “ Mazze” is an odd, uncanny- 
sounding word : the German will be reminded by it of the words m etze ln , to massacre, and m e ts  g  er , a butcher, 
and these will put him on the right scent ; but the Italian knows well what an dare  a lla  m a zz a , or m enare
spjygi
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a lla  m a zza  means. M a z z a , in Italian, is a thick stick or club, and m a zze , in the dialect of Valais, has the 
same signification. But the customs connected with the Mazze were very strange, as may be seen by a 
reference to what occurred in the year 1414.
One of the chief families of the Canton of Valais was that of the Barons, whose mighty castle has now 
almost disappeared, leaving but a few ruined fragments to show what it once was. These Barons had been 
gradually growing more and more overbearing in proportion as they became more powerful, until at last 
they began to oppress both rich and poor, robbing them of their property, and perverting justice wherever 
they could. One member of this family, a certain Baron W ittschard von Baron, who was governor of the 
canton, was pre-eminent above all the rest for his insolence. He treated the peasants entirely according 
to his own arbitrary will and pleasure, and behaved more scornfully to the nobles than any one of his
predecessors. As, however, no one of any importance stood up to protest against his conduct, the people 
considered it to he the duty of all honest men to do what they could to help themselves hy having recourse 
to the Mazze ; and, accordingly, one of them took a large club and went with a few trusty friends one 
evening to a place where there was a birch-tree, whose houghs they twisted tight together, sticking the 
club in the middle. They then tore the tree up by the roots, by way of signifying how all evil ought to 
he rooted out of the country ; and, after this, proceeded to carve upon the club a woeful human 
countenance, which they wreathed about with thorns, each person present also driving a nail into the stem 
of the birch-tree. The whole extraordinary concoction was then hung up to a tree hy the way-side. 
Early the folloAving morning they silently took up then- station close by the tree to take note of the remarks 
made hy the passers-by, and to wait until their numbers should be increased. A t last one valiant man 
came forward, offered himself as “ Master of the Mazze,” and, unfastening the club, placed himself by its 
side. Then from all sides arose a chorus of questions : “ Mazze, what are you here for ? Mazze, what is the 
matter with you? W e’ll help you, Mazze, if you will only speak and say who is tormenting you. Is it 
the Silincn, or the Asperling, or is it the Ilenngarten ? ” But it was not until the question was asked, 
“ Is it the Baron von Baron ?” that the Mazze nodded its head. Then the man who had constituted himself 
the Mazze’s advocate began to speak, saying, “ She has told you her wrongs, my honest men. Let every 
one who will save the Mazze lift up his hand.” Soon after the cry went from village to village, “ The 
Mazzo is going to the governor and the bishop, and to all the Yon Baron p a r ty !” and every one 
rose up and followed in her train. This happened at Brieg.
The Yalaisans do not seem to have been a people of much refinement, and then1 want of cleanliness 
was an evil of long standing, as is evident from certain regulations made by this same W ittschard 
before mentioned, which no doubt Avere intended to correct some of their old bad habits. In  January, 
1414, ho directs that “ people shall be appointed to see that the inhabitants, or at any rate the 
citizens, clean out the toAvn gutter, so that it does not oArerfloAV.. Ho one is to Avash dirty clothes 01* 
offal in the water which men and cattle have to drink from. For the sake of the decency of the town 
and its inhabitants, no one is henceforth to have a dunghill before his house, and the principal street 
at least is to be cleaned out once a Aveek.”
These decrees are 110 longer in force, and if you go a little way out of the toAvn and enter a 
Yalaisan village— well, all avc can say is, you had better forget what you have seen in Appenzell-outcr- 
Bhoden and in the Bernese Oberland, where the neat tasteful Avooden houses and bright shining windoAi's 
have so often rejoiced your eyes and heart. Generally speaking, a Yalaisan village is a dreary collection 
of crooked weather-beaten barns and dwelling-houses, which tell a dismal tale of poverty, ignorance, 
and dirt, whenever the Avind blows. The idea of a neat, tidy homestead seems to be quite foreign to 
the minds of the people ; and as for the barns and other farm-buildings, they give themselves no 
trouble whatever about their construction. The timbers and boards of the dwelling-houses are left 
perfectly plain, and are just fastened together with rough pegs; the barns are merely square black 
boxes, made of larch-wood and full of chinks, and remind one of the ancient pile dwellings, inasmuch 
as they are raised upon a number of props, each one with a flat stone on its head, for the purpose of 
keeping the stores dry and out of the way of the mice. Meat too is hung up to dry in these granaries, 
often for several years ; and here are also k e p t. the ancient cheeses, of which many a family makes a 
special boast. These, of coiu’se, are Yalaisan delicacies, for it must be confessed that the mutton which
one meets with here and in the Grisons, cut into little strips and dried in the air, is rancid and 
unsavoury, and so tough that it is impossible to get one’s teeth through it. The village magnates, 
however, are glad to cat it raw. Münster mentions this delicacy in his “ Cosmography,” written in 
1598, and says, “ They prepare a great deal of dried meat, made from the flesh of their fattest sheep. 
They do not smoke it, but, after it has been salted, they dry it in the air and then store it away in 
straw.” May they enjoy it !
But one is more likely to get a good appetite out in the free, fresh, pure air than in any of the
mountain huts which Bousseau’s imagination idealized so wonderfully. Chateaubriand saw them as
they are in sober reality, and was greatly distressed at not being able to find anything in the famous 
cottages of Valais but ugly huts filled with filth and the odour of sour milk and cheese. Nor is this 
all : the unlucky guest is well-nigh stifled by the smoke as it struggles to find its way out at the low 
door, and if, as a last resource, he betakes himself to his bed, he will find only too soon that there is no
rose, not even a Valais Alpine rose, without a thorn.
VALAIS CHILDREN GATHERING ALPINE ROSES.
THE LATERAL VALLEYS,
“ Lightly, Alpine rover,
Tread the mountains over ;
Rude is the path tliou’st yet to go ;
Snotv-cliffs hanging o’er thee,
Fields of ice before thee,
W hile the hid torrent moans below.
Hark ! the deep thunder 
Through the vales yonder !
’Tis the huge av’lanche downward cast ;
From rock to rock 
Rebounds the shock.
But courage, boy ! the danger’s past.
Onward, youthful rover,
Tread the glacier over—
Safe slialt thou reach thy home at last.”
M o o k e .
UNDAY on the Sanetsch Pass, is the name the artist, H err Eitz, gives to the sketch in which 
he brings before us a group of genuine mountaineers, assembled in silent meditation before 
the wayside cross on the Sanetsch. These people are cow-herds, and they and their wives 
have come from their chfilets to this spot, on the borders of the Cantons of Bern and Valais, 
to celebrate the Lord’s Day by prayer, since they cannot go down to Sion to hear mass in 
the chiu’ch. All around them is still and silent. Close at hand are the Diablerets and the Wildhorn,
5 F
while in the distance rise the grand frozen mountains of Valais, with the cliffs of the Val d’Hérens and 
Val de Ncndaz in front—these are the walls of their cathedral, whose roof is the wide hlue vault of heaven. 
Even when she is in repose, Nature here seems to call upon her children to pray ; and when she is in a 
state of agitation and commotion, poor puny man must needs throw himself on the mercy and protection 
of the heavenly powers, for there are no others who can help him.
Those who visit the villages of Valais cannot fail to be struck Avith the neglected condition of many 
of the fields, with the apparent laziness of the population, and the great Avant of cleanliness everywhere 
prevalent ; and Avhen they also notice, as they arc sure to do, that the churches and chapels are 
handsomely decorated and richly endowed, they Avili be inclined to make up their minds that the people 
have been suffering for centuries under the oppression of the clergy, and so have been kept from 
making any progress. This notion, however, is by no means altogether correct. I t  is true, indeed, 
that the Valaisan mountaineers were not at all friendly to the Reformation, and that a A'iolent reaction 
set in which speedily removed all traces of it from their midst ; it is true also that the Bishop of Sion, 
Avho Avas endowed with A'cry important political privileges, made every effort to increase tenfold the 
number of the coirvcnts, churches, chapels, places of pilgrimage, and hermitages in his diocese, and 
that in these efforts he Avas greatly assisted by the Jesuits; it is also true that the Valaisan’s love for 
the mass and the rosary is one of his most marked characteristics, and that, as avo have said before, 
you will nowhere see more Avealthy churches, nowhere hear more bells ringing early and late in the 
mountains and in the A’alleys ; but it must also be remembered that religion is a second nature to the 
Valaisan, and is as essential to his happiness as freedom and independence—in fact, it is the possession 
Avhich he prizes before all others. And avc shall be able to enter into his feelings when we come to 
be better acquainted with the untamed nature of the land in which he dAvells. I f  the great wide 
desert and the narrow cell both teach man to pray, there is something grander than the desert and 
more sobering in its effects than the walls of a prison in the character of these valleys, with their 
perpetually recurring troubles ; and trouble also teaches people to pray. In  this country man is not 
the conqueror, but the conquered ; he is Nature’s victim, not her lord and master. l ie  still 
Avrestles and struggles ; but Avhilc he does so, lie places his cause trustfully in the hands of the 
Almighty, the blessed Virgin, and the saints. I t  is touching to see the communities of Valais gathered 
in their churches and chapels, or kneeling in prayer upon the cliffs, and the children carrying home floAvers 
for some festival of the Madonna—for these are their only moments of hope and real happiness. How 
much the forefathers of the present generation, and the haggard, AATinkled men avc are constantly meeting, 
must have suffered, and Iioav much the children will have to suffer, even before they grow up to man’s 
estate !
We Avili just open the chronicle of Valais haphazard, and read the first record Avliicli meets our eye. 
W hat a tale of avoc it is ! I t  tells of the time, at the close of the sixteenth century, Avhen Yvornc, 
Avhich then belonged to the diocese of Valais, Avas overwhelmed by the fall of a mountain, Avliicli 
occasioned the loss of a hundred and tAventy lives. In  the same year, at Saas, the lake of Montmort 
burst its banks and flooded the AA'hole neighbourhood ; and the mischievous river Dransc committed great 
ravages in Entremont, Bagne, and Martigny, destroying fifty houses in Martigny alone. The village of Auf 
der Egg, above Simpeln, was swallowed up by a glacier, and the Rhone Avas greatly SAvollen by two fresh land­
slips ; Avhile, as if this Avas not enough, pestilence and earthquake added their quota to the general misery.
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LYNX AND COCK OF TIIE WOODS.
I f  we pass over a hundred years, we shall find that
from the beginning to the middle of the eighteenth 
century was one long chapter of accidents. Thrice in quick succession there was the fall of a
large portion of the Diablerets, which buried several people alive and covered a large space of 
country with débris ; and there were minor landslips and mountain slips in all directions. Great 
devastation, too, Avas caused by avalanches, one of which fell upon Leukcrbad, destroying the village 
and burying fifty persons ; another fell on Obergestelen, killing more than eighty persons ; while a 
third discharged itself near Randa, destroying forty houses. There were also floods and inundations
without end, in one of which the town of 
Sion had all its bridges carried away, 
and Avas filled Avith mud up to the first 
floor Avindows. And to these terrible 
catastrophes Avere added the further 
horrors of repeated shocks of earthquake.
Such is a faint outline, and a very 
faint one, of some of the miseries which 
this unfortunate valley has had to endure ; 
but, to give some idea of the horrors of 
an inundation, we will glance for a mo­
ment at AAdiat took place in the Val de 
Bagne, which opens out to the east of 
Martigny, and ascends into the glacier- 
Avorld of the Grand-Combin, Mont Aattü, 
Otemma, and Ruinette, on the Italian 
frontier. The valley is a A’ery fine one, 
abounding in wild, bold scenery, and is 
watered by the turbulent river Dransc, 
which derives its waters from the glaciers 
of the Grand-Combin and the Getroz 
glacier, and is often only too abundantly 
supplied. In  1545 it swept aAvay the 
village of Bagno, and drowned a hundred 
and forty of the inhabitants of the valley ; 
but the havoc which it wrought in ISIS was simply incalculable. ToAvards
the end of the spring of that year, as the heat began to set in, some huge
blocks of ice Avere detached from the Getroz glacier, and by degrees formed 
a gigantic dam, four hundred feet high and three thousand feet thick, Avhicli 
extended sca 'C ii hundred feet across a narrow part of the valley and completely 
blocked it up. Behind this huge dyke the waters of the Dranse continued to accumulate until they formed 
a lake of formidable size, Avhick filled the Avhole of the upper valley, and continued steadily to increase. 
Noticing that the Avaters of the Dransc were unusually Ioav, the inhabitants of the lower valley were not long 
in guessing the danger Avhich threatened them, and they courageously set to Avork to avert it by cutting 
channels through the ice and providing the new lake with a safe outlet. The work succeeded, the waters
floAved off, and in tAVO days the lake had diminished tAVO thousand feet in length. All danger seemed to be
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over, when a terrible catastrophe occurred. The ice dam gave way, and the whole volume of water rushed 
at once down the pastures with awful velocity ; it leapt high over the bridge of Mauvoisin, surged over the 
neighbouring alps of Mazeria, Ceppi, and Lene holey, levelled the wood of Livonnaire, rolled madly 
over the chalets of Tcionin, Granges Neuves, Chleity, and Laventin, and then forced its Avay on to the 
numerous villages which lie along the road, demolishing the houses of Lourtier, Les Morgues, Champfer, 
Savoycr, Vcrsegère, Chable, and Sembrancher. The great black waves seemed to gather strength, and to 
be more furiously bent on destruction as they rolled on past Martigny and down to the Elione, laden with 
blocks of stone and ice, trunks of trees, wreckage of houses, and the dead bodies of men and animals. 
Very little could be saved, though beacons -were lighted and storm-bells rung in the upper valley to 
warn the people of their danger. The damage done was enormous.
This catastrophe was of course of exceptional magnitude, but smaller accidents of a similar kind 
arc constantly occurring. But, as we have intimated above, the constant danger in which they live 
leads the people to put their trust in a Higher Power, besides developing their courage, self-reliance, 
and independence of character. No man, however powerful, could inspire them with so much awe as do 
the powers of nature ; and so the Yalaisan has managed to keep, his liberty time out of m ind; and if 
liberty has not brought so many advantages to him as it has done to his neighbours, nevertheless the 
people of Valais, especially those of Upper Valais, arc a very estimable race of men. These latter are 
slow and apparently indolent by nature, and possess but few external attractions — their minds, too, 
arc heavy and sluggish ; but they are endowed with a spirit of order and obstinate energy, and with 
that invincible old republican courage which has made it impossible ever to subjugate them, though 
they wore no other armour than the usual herdsman’s shirt.
The Upper Valaisans are almost all herdsmen ; but here, as elsewhere, hunting is usually combined 
with pastoral pursuits. ' The reader had better abstain, however, from forming any ideal picture in his 
mind of what these pastoral huntsmen are like. There is nothing at all attractive about their costume, 
and their rather miscrable-looking figures, which are totally devoid of grace, convey 110 idea of the 
iron strength of their muscles. When they come down from the mountains and walk along level roads 
and streets, they do so with bent knees and heads sunk between their shoulders. Their whole gait is 
tottering and uncertain until they reach the rocks and cliffs ; but then they straighten themselves out 
and stretch their muscles, their limbs become strong and steady, and they seem suddenly to acquire 
nerve and coolness. They have plenty of passion too then ; but it is kept under control by their habitual 
calmness and patience, and there is no trace of excitement visible in their demeanour. The hidden fire 
within is betrayed only by an occasional flash of the eye, otherwise their features are perfectly immobile ; 
and whatever their emotions may be, their brown, tanned faces never exhibit the slightest change of 
colour. Such is the herdsman, huntsman, and guide of Valais ; and of them all, but especially of the 
latter, many fine traits arc told by those who frequent the High Alps.
Troughs for conveying water among the mountains are very general, especially in Upper Valais ;
and the work of laying them is very arduous and dangerous, though but little is known of it, and it is
wholly devoid of poetry. Seeing these long water-troughs carried along the face of precipitous cliffs 
at a great height, the traveller is at a loss to understand how they ever got there, unless he happens
to have seen the men at work boring holes in the rock for the wooden supports on which the troughs
rest, themselves being suspended in their perilous position the while by ropes let down from above.
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I f  the precipice happens to he covered with loose, sliding stones, the conduit is huricd in the earth 
and covered with wood to protect it ; hut still many are injured in the winter, and when the spring 
comes those whose business it is arc summoned together to repair the damage. This is done by one 
man creeping along inside the trough at the risk of his life. The water conveyed by these troughs 
serves to irrigate out-of-the-way pastures unprovided Avith any natural stream, and each receives its 
share 011 certain days and at certain hours. This, then, is one of the labours incidental to the struggle 
for existence in the secluded valleys of Valais. Hunting is hardly to he reckoned among the toils of 
its inhabitants, for the genuine mountaineer takes the greatest possible delight in it, and even in the 
Middle Ages laAVS were passed to prevent his indulging too recklessly in the sport. Bishop Adrian 
of those days gave a reward of two florins for every hear killed, and one florin for cveiyAVolf; hut, 
on the other hand, he protected all harmless wild animals, and threatened to punish any hunter avI io  
was found meddling with them from February to August. The ancient amusements of flic Valaisans 
Avere sociable meetings in the open air and in one another’s houses, evening gatherings, running races, 
shooting at a mark, and hunting. Six crowns from the tithe-box Avere paid to every community for 
practising shooting—an art in which they are great proficients at the present day ; in fact, there is no 
canton in which more guns are fired from the 1st of September to the 1st of February than in Valais, 
Avhere a license costs only six francs, and those who are citizens arc exempt even from this trifling pay­
ment. There is a hrw, now well-nigh superfluous, forbidding the shooting of deer and steinhock ; hut 
all predatory animals, such as foxes and badgers, and all birds of prey, including crows and magpies, are 
held to he fair game. The old chronicler speaks of Valais as possessing a very large stock of deer ; and, 
as the character of the country is particularly well suited to them, the boast Avas probably justified. He 
says: “ As the valleys arc fruitful, and provided with all things needful, so too the mountains are avcI I  
stocked with game and Avild fowl ; for they say there are not only Greek partridges, pheasants, capercailzies 
of large size, liazel-grouse, partridges, and wild geese, but every sort of wild fowl you can desire, and 
among them a strange sort of bird which is coA’crcd with hair instead of feathers. Sometimes, too, you 
ma)' meet with the stcinbock, which is of great Aralue medicinally, though by 110 means delicate eating.”
In  addition to these, hears, lynxes, and wild cats still inhabit the lateral valleys of Valais ; and those 
avI io  huA'C seen the primæval forest at the entrance of the ATalley of Turtmann, which is known as the 
forest of DudeiiAA'ald, and skirts the road on either side for some nine miles, AA'ill see at once that these 
four-footed brigands arc provided with all the conditions necessary to their continued existence and well­
being. Firs and larches of large size and ancient date stand thick together, closely intertwined Avith 
brambles and wild clematis ; and many thousands of I io I I oav lifeless trunks, with long grey lichens waving 
in ghostly fashion from their decayed branches, still stand upright in their places simply because they 
have not room to fall. Storms, avalanches, and conflagrations have made Avild work here, and the ruins 
they have left behind, in the shape of dead or dying trees, arc full of convenient holes and hiding-places 
such as the lynx, or tliier-wolf, as lie is called in Valais, loves to dwell in. Here, too, lie might find 
abundance of such ordinary food as badgers, marmots, hazel-grouse, capercailzie, and black-cock, which lie 
might hunt with impunity if he chose ; but, unluckily, he has a hankering after very different game, and 
is given to A’isiting the wcll-stockcd pastures in the neighbourhood, and committing depreciations among 
the sheep and goats. His cruel, cat-like nature comes out strongly on these occasions. He is never 
satisfied with one animal, but kills several at each Arisit ; and, therefore, as soon as his track is discovered
the whole village turns out to give him chase. To catch him, however, is by no means easy, owing to his 
great cunning and the number of different hiding-places in which lie conceals himself during the day. 
Happily he is dying out, and one now very rarely sees in the newspapers an announcement that a lynx has
TUE MATTEEHOBX AND L A K E  OF THE HIFFELHOllX.
beer, killed. Another rapacious animal, the wild cat, which is everywhere held in detestation, is becoming 
equally scarce. The wild cat leads a solitary life in the recesses of some mountain-cavo at the hack of 
a wood, and there everything that runs and flies falls a prey to its claws. I t  catches the rabbit at his
burrow, the squirrel on the tree, marmots, rats, wood mice, field mice, birds, and even larger game. I t  
steals very warily up to its victim, and then makes a sudden spring upon it ; taking care, with larger 
animals, to get them by the throat.
I t  is only occasionally that the Yalaisan hunts these beasts of prey, chamois being the game he chiefly 
seeks. His great delight is to pursue these beautiful animals across the ice and snow, in storm and wind,
WILD CAT AND CROWS.
and it is in these expeditions that all the natural boldness of his character shows itself—nothing is then 
impossible to him, he heeds no danger, and the numerous accidents which occur every year seem only to 
whet his appetite. Such famous chamois-hunters as Ignaz Troger, of Oberems, are by no means uncommon, 
though their names are not as well known as those of the Engadine. Valais is the only canton in which 
the hunting of the steinbock, or ibcx-goat, is still carried on, and it is the most dangerous of all sport.
IBEX FIGHTING.

Like the liim m ergeier, or great bearded vulture, the steinbock has been driven from all other parts of 
Switzerland, and is nowhere to be found but in the inaccessible chains of mountains which divide Valais 
from Piedmont, and in the highest mountains of Savoy. The Valaisan hunters accordingly cross the 
southern mountains, and try  to make their way either into the savage realms of Monte Eosa or into the 
Alps of Savoy and Piedmont. This requires the greatest circumspection, as they are watched by the king’s 
gamekeepers, who are not men to be trifled with ; and their utmost craft and skill are required to enable 
them to elude the vigilance of the latter and to get within gun-shot of them shy game. These
MONTE EOSA, FEOM THE EEFFELIIATJS.
excursions among the most desolate regions of the Alps last from a week to a fortnight, during which 
time the hunter is often hungry and always half frozen, and has to pass his nights on the glacier or on the 
brink of the most awful precipices. Nothing but the passion of the chase can sustain him in these arduous 
labours, for the actual profits are very small indeed. Tschudi says that in former days steinbock-hunting 
occasioned the loss of a great many lives, and ruined many families ; and yet, if the goats should be driven 
away from the neighbourhood of Mont Blanc into the Valaisan Alps, as seems likely, the number of 
hunters here would at once be increased tenfold. The ranks of the hunters are mostly recruited from 
among the herdsmen, who, when they grow weary of watching them flocks, exchange the crook for the
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gun, and are as well skilled in the use of the one as of the other. Circumstances are certainly favourable 
to them ; for the slopes and pastures of the lateral valleys ascend quite up into the higher region of the 
Alps and the hunting-grounds, and the game can often be seen even from the chalets. The first and 
most beautiful of these lateral valleys is the Yal d’llliez, where Nature presents us with a combination of 
soft loveliness and colossal grandeur, and has favoured her children with a fertile soil, remarkable personal 
beauty, and the enjoyment of good health. The valley opens opposite Bex, and slopes gently up the sides 
of the Dent du Midi to the ice-clad mountains on the borders of Savoy. I t  contains the cheerful villages 
of Troistorrents, Illiez, and Champéry, all of which are pleasantly shaded by splendid chestnut and walnut 
trees, and are charmingly idyllic in character, while its mountains are covered with ancient oaks and dark
ZEHMATT.
fir-woods. Nowhere do the meadows look more resplendently and luxuriantly green. The slopes are 
bordered with chalets quite up to the top ; below, the impetuous, swift-rushing Viège thunders through 
the valley ; and as we look back we have a view of the beautiful mountains of Bex, the Dent de Morcles, 
and the wild Diablerets. The people are lively and intelligent, and their manners are still pure and 
simple ; and the valley, which is thoroughly pastoral in character, is one of the most beautiful in the 
canton. Those who care for something besides glaciers, and like to enjoy the peculiar pleasures of life 
among the Alps with some degree of comfort, will find an inexhaustible fund of enjoyment in the Yal 
d’llliez.
Better known, perhaps, however, is the Yal d’Hérens, which lies in the heart of Yalais, and possesses 
a glorious view of the glacier-world in the south. I t  begins at Sion, but soon branches into the western
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valley or vale of Héremence, and the eastern or Eringer Thai, known also as the valley of Hérens. This 
latter divides again some way higher up, and the new fork is called the Val Arolla.
These valleys, as well as those of Einfisch, Turtmann, Bagne, Entremont, and the great valley of 
St. Nicholas, have all been formed by the streams which pour down from the great chain of Alps which 
extends from the massive group
of Monte Bosa past the Matter- — — wx-.aw®
horn to the Grand Combin. The 
Val d’Hérens is watered by the 
Borgne; and Evolena, a moun­
tain eyrie — brown, or rather 
black, with age—is the centre 
whence innumerable expeditions 
are made to the snowy mountains 
on the other side of the stream.
On our way up hither from Sion 
we pass the village of Yex by a 
tolerable carriage-road recently 
constructed. A t Yex our atten­
tion is attracted by the strange 
forms of the pyramids of TJseigne 
—-jagged weather-beaten columns 
of sandstone, each carrying a block 
of granite on its head, and look­
ing like a gigantic petrified 
mushroom. These pillars once 
formed a continuous wall, and 
the blocks of granite were pro­
bably brought hither and de­
posited by glaciers. Then the 
sandstone was gradually worn 
away by the water until none 
remained but those portions which 
were protected by the roof-like 
slabs of stone. The road passes 
through a tunnel beneath them, 
and the surrounding landscape 
becomes sterner in character as
the glorious panorama of the Alps gradually unfolds itself before our longing eyes. There is much to look 
at even in the immediate neighbourhood, for the mountains to left and right of us are dotted with houses, 
cottages, and chapels, and a plentiful supply of water issues from the rocks in all directions, and hurries 
down to join the Borgne. Most of the trees are larches, whose cheerful green foliage shines like gold in
1:
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SKETCH IN THE VALLEY OF ZERMATT.
Ilio sunlight. The queen of the mountains hereabouts is the Dent Blanche, who calmly surveys the 
landscape from the proud elevation of her throne of ice. The inn of Evolena is called in honour of her 
the Hôtel de la Dent Blanche, and deserves to be commended, though it is not always large enough to 
accommodate all the visitors who flock hither in the summer. I t  is well adapted for summer quarters, and 
those who wish to study the native manners and customs of the mountaineers of Valais cannot do better 
than stay here for a time.
There are special opportunities for getting up the subject on holidays and feast-days, but even on week 
days the loneliness of the mountain-paths is often relieved by the figure of a woman riding on a mule ; and 
on Sundays the whole population of the valley may be seen riding up to the surrounding heights. The 
mule is the animal in general use as a beast of burthen in Valais as well as in Ticino, horses being scarce 
in both cantons ; but the creature’s real native home seems to be here in the Eringer Thai, or Val 
d’Hérens. One may see whole families clinging to its patient back—the wife in front, the husband behind, 
an infant slung in a basket, or a bigger child seated on its tail.
As regards the costume of the people, one cannot say that it is particularly beautiful. The colours are 
sombre—usually dark brown or blue—and the texture of the material used is stout and substantial. The 
men wear an awkward-shaped frock cut very short, and the women an equally awkward-looking jacket 
with a full skirt. The only special feature is the Valaisan hat ; but whoeArer invented it must have desired 
to make it as little pleasing to the eye as he possibly could. The hat itself is made of straw, and has a 
narrow brim and high crown ; but one can hardly see anything of it, as it is enveloped in a confused mass of 
ribbon fastened round it in broad, flat folds. The ribbon is generally so faded by exposure to wind and. 
weather that it has assumed a nondescript brown hue, and it is well-nigh impossible to guess what its 
colour may have been originally. The young girls, indeed, are somewhat more particular about having 
fresh ribbons to their hats, and they sometimes wear bright-coloured handkerchiefs on their heads. In  
fact, as long as they are unmarried they like gay colours ; and when they appear in the u Grand Cotillon ” 
in their holiday costume, no doubt they think themselves much smarter than the tourists, rigorously attired 
according to the prevailing mode, who scan them with such eager curiosity. The Valaisan costume is 
certainly better adapted for the mountains ; and it must be admitted that, whereas the Parisian m odistes  
have invented a good many inconvenient garments, they have not yet succeeded in proving themselves a 
match for the wind and weather. And yet it is pleasant to see these animated flowers disporting 
themselves among the brown rocks and stern mountains and in the neighbourhood of the glaciers—pleasant, 
too, to hear the solemn silence broken by the sound of their cheerful laughter. Sometimes a verse of a 
song floats down from the heights like the notes of a wild wood-bird, and the gay songsters themselves 
may be descried sitting behind the rocks and bushes on the favourite Piz d’Arzinol, from the summit of 
which all the secrets of the grand world of Alps may be discovered if only the sky be clear.
Very charming excursions may be made to this spot ; and those who wish to have the pleasure of 
gathering edelweiss and other rare Alpine flowers with their own hands, while they see their dreams of the 
Alps actually realised before their eyes, cannot do better than descend into the little valley of Arzinol, the 
one chosen abode of the nymph of whom the young cowherds talk enthusiastically as the source of all 
their good fortune.
“  Dreams of the Alps !” but the dreams are not always peaceful, by any means, and sometimes the)' are 
very grim and terrible. When the spring comes, filling the maiden’s heart with tender thoughts which
melt lier to tears, the glaciers begin to melt too, and yonder, behind Mont Pleureur, lies the Getroz 
glacier—and we have already shown what his spring dreams are like !
But let us look away, and over the heads of all the other mountains, to the black Matterhorn. No 
matter where one may be, the eye reverts to it again and again, for it is the most singular in form and 
the boldest in outline of all the Alps, and as such is indelibly impressed upon the memory.
The Matterhorn ! Assuredly its builder was a titanic genius, and its architecture excites the astonish­
ment of the most cold-blooded of travellers. Among these latter, by the way, foreigners give the first 
place to the English, who are considered to be the most sober-minded adherents of the n il a d m ir a r i principle.
THE TWINS, CASTOR AND POLLUX.
Yet even they stood lost in admiration when they first beheld the massive proportions of the Matterhorn ; 
and at last, despite all dangers and difficulties, they succeeded in reaching its summit.
The Matterhorn, formerly called the Great Horn by the inhabitants of Zermatt, and also known under 
the names of Mont Cervin and Monte Silvio, stands at the back of the valleys of Zermatt and Tournanche, 
on the frontier of Italy and Switzerland, and attains a height of nearly fifteen thousand feet above the 
level of the sea. The pinnacle itself, which rises from out the glaciers which cover the crest of the Alps 
of Valais, is some four thousand feet in height, and is in form an obelisk with sharply-cut edges, and 
smooth, black, bare sides. Looldng at it from Zermatt, one feels crushed and overpowered by its magni­
tude ; and it may well seem utterly inaccessible to the puny beings who crawl around its base—indeed, it 
is difficult even now to understand how so many persons have succeeded in reaching its summit.
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Ahasuerus, the wandering Jew, is one of those who is said to have visited it. He is described as 
coming to the valley of the Visp, climbing the Matterhorn, and finding upon its summit a handsome town 
embowered among luxuriant vines and tall waving trees. Then the spirit of prophecy comes upon him 
and he foretells its downfall, adding :
“ Again, a third time, maybe I shall come,
But I shall look in vain for these fair meads !
The blooming vines, the flowery vales are gone—
A glacier makes a desert in their stead,
Bears its white crags fantastic in mid-air,
And rolls its dark-green billows down the slope !”
There are other popular legends connected with the Matterhorn. The common people place the Paradise
of men and animals on its summit, 
because it is only one step thence to 
heaven. In  this lofty region dwell 
the happy souls of the departed—those 
at least who are natives of the Alps, 
for it would hardly be to the taste of 
any others. The streams are bridged 
over with long rolls of bread, the 
paths arc paved with cheeses, the 
cracks in the rock are plastered up 
with butter, people walk about in
shoes made of wheaten bread, and 
amuse themselves by playing at 
nine-pins with halls made of cheese 
and pins of butter. Herds of the 
most beautiful chamois and wild 
goats live and feed together in the 
pastures, and besides these there are 
numbers of other strange and wonder­
ful animals. Only one chamois hunter 
out of twenty can ever succeed in 
reaching this delightful region, and 
that only once in twenty years ; hut 
no one is allowed to bring any animal 
away with him. The names of many 
persons who have succeeded in get­
ting there at different times are said to
T,
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he cut upon the trunks of the trees. 
On the 14th July, 1865, Whymper, the boldest of all mountaineers, made the ascent from Zermatt, 
accompanied by Lord Francis Douglas, the Pvev. Mr. Hudson, and Mr. Hadow, and succeeded in reaching
the summit, of the highest peak; but, as if to justify the popular saying that only one chamois hunter 
in twenty ever reaches the top, Whympcr’s three companions paid for their daring with their lives. 
Their names are written in blood on the sides of the obelisk as a warning to all future generations ; but 
the marvel is that even one should have lived to come down again. However, the ascent has been 
successfully made several times since 1865 ; and a girl of eighteen, bearing the auspicious name of 
Félicité, has set her foot on the brow of this most defiant of giants. Yes, “ the most defiant of giants,” 
for, compared with him, his neighbour Monte Eosa looks like a sublime monarch of the Alps, and wears 
his many-pointed crown with calm majesty and dignity. Monte Eosa rises to a height of fifteen thousand 
feet, extensive glaciers nestle at its feet, and it is enveloped in a snowy mantle of dazzling silvery
THE S U illU T  OF THE EGGISCHHOKM".
brightness. Only two of its peaks stand actually on Italian soil, the others are on the frontier between 
Italy and Switzerland.
I t  is from the valley of Macugnaga that one gains the best idea of the size of this huge knot of 
mountains, which rises like a wall at the back of the upper valley. I t  is incontestably the mightiest 
of all the mighty giants which rear their snowy heads aloft in this neighbourhood ; and, indeed, there- 
is only one with which it cannot compare, namely, the great monarch of the Alps, Mont Blanc himself.
The place whence people now usually start on the numerous excursions which may be made around 
Monte Eosa is Zermatt (Praborgne in Italian), a village of the usual Yalaisan type lying at the back 
of the valley of St. Nicholas. Its  principal buildings are some first-class hotels, which are always filled to 
overflowing during the season, and are patronised chiefly by our adventurous fellow-countrymen ; but, 
as the longest summer is not long enough for the accomplishment of all the numerous expeditions which
here present themselves in such tempting variety, the modest traveller will do well to confine himself to 
the beaten paths, which will amply reward him for all his exertions.
The first excursion made is usually that to the Gorner Grat and the Biffelberg, where there is a good 
mountain inn. The ascent from Zermatt takes us through a cool fragrant forest, and affords a splendid 
view of the Gorner glacier, whence the river Yisp flows down into the valley. When we reach the 
Gorner Grat, higher up, the view becomes overpoweringly grand, and shows us alps, icebergs, snow-fields, 
precipices, and glacier after glacier. Yonder rise the peaks of the Cima di Jazzi and the Lyskamm, and 
there, above all, is Monte Bosa in all its glorious splendour: Between the black savage-looking Breithorn
and the Lyskamm are the shining snow-covered peaks of Castor and Pollux; farther on are the Theoduls-
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horn and Mont Cervin. Glaciers innumerable fill the valleys at their feet, and to the north rise the 
mighty mountains of the Bernese Oberland.
This is certainly the grandest scene in the immediate neighbourhood of Zermatt ; and the other easy 
excursions to the Schwarzsee, the Hörnli, the Findel glacier, the Bothhorn, and Mettelhorn offer only 
variations of the one grand theme. On our descent through the beautiful valley of Zermatt we follow the 
course of the lively river Yisp—through forests, by the side of lofty cliffs enlivened by waterfalls, past 
glaciers which peep out over the trees in the distance, and past retired primæval-looking villages with old 
brown cottages—and as we wend our way downwards we cast many a backward glance at the world of ice 
behind us.
These villages, Täsch, Banda, St. Nicholas, and Stalden, some of which are picturesque enough, are 
not adapted for halting-places ; they are not externally attractive and the paths are bad. The great
questions which agitate, the world never penetrate to this secluded valley, and the experiences of its 
inhabitants are usually limited to eating, drinking, labouring, and dying ; indeed, it is a matter of 
constant marvel that the little village of Grächen, between St. Nicholas and Stalden, should have produced 
a man who actually became to a certain extent famous. Every one knows the strange history of Thomas 
Platter, a genuine son of the sixteenth century, who, though only a poor goatherd and apprenticed to a 
rope-maker, was inflamed from early youth with an ardent enthusiasm for classical learning. As a hoy, 
hare-footed and half-starved, he would hide himself among the hemp to read his Pindar and Homer leaf hy 
leaf. He went as a journeyman to Basel, where he became one of the most respected citizens, taught
Greek and Hebrew, was made superintendent of the gymnasium, and was warmly in favour of the
Keformation, though he never went to any passionate lengths in his advocacy of its principles. He 
attained the age of eighty-three, and his grandfather lived to he a hundred and twenty-six ; whence it 
seems that the air of the valley of the Yisp must be particularly conducive to longevity.
A t Stalden, the two torrents of the Gorner Yisp and Saaser Yisp meet, and hy following their course 
we shall soon find ourselves once more in the valley of the Ehonc, and on the high road leading to Brieg. 
I f  the traveller’s eyes be not weary with so much gazing, and if there he enough strength left in his
knees, he may turn to the left at Mörel and wend his way upwards through woods and gently sloping
Alpine meadows to the Eggischhorn, whence there is another grand view to he seen. Indeed, so far as 
glaciers are concerned, this point of view is the finest of all, for the Aletsch glacier is the largest and most 
perfect of its kind in Europe. I t  is the most highly developed of all the glaciers of the Alps, and the 
little glacier of Grindelwald is hut a dwarf in comparison. The Aletsch glacier is twelve miles long, 
and may he well seen from the summit of the Eggischhorn ; though the view from the Bellalp opposite 
is better still, as the entire length can be seen at once. From this point of view it looks like a stream 
leaping boldly down the side of the beautiful Jungfra'u, and challenging the spectator’s whole and 
undivided attention. A nd indeed the Jungfrau herself, as well as the Monk and the Giant, which look 
so sublimely down into the valley of Grindelwald, are here nothing more than snow-capped heights, and 
pass almost unnoticed. Appearances are indeed delusive, and distance lends much enchantment to the 
view, for actually from this height the glacier looks like a good easy road leading up to the summit of 
the Jungfrau, and the moraines might be merely wheel-ruts ; whereas the whole is a vast desert of ice 
formed by the junction of the upper and middle Aletsch glacier with the Alima glacier. We shall gain 
just an idea, though a very faint one, of what it really is, if we descend from Biederalp, and, passing 
through the beautiful wood of larches and Siberian pines, cross the end of the glacier on our way up to 
the Bellalp. This is its narrowest end—its extreme point, in fact—and yet it will take us nearly half an 
hour to get across. From the Eggischhorn or its hotel an expedition is usually made to the strange lake 
of Märjelen, on whose clear waters blocks of ice may often be seen floating in the height of summer, 
giving the lake the aspect of a miniature polar sea.
We shall not be much struck by the glacier of the Bhone if Ave visit it after the Aletsch glacier; but 
those who come to it direct from Lucerne and Altdorf, by way of Andermatt and the wildly beautiful Furca 
Pass, will be greatly delighted and surprised by the deep cerulean blue of the great jagged masses of ice 
Avhicli they will suddenly see on their right hand—so close that they can almost touch them—as they 
pursue their way doAvn the steep high road into the upper A'alley of the Bhone. This glacier is 
distinguished for the purity of its ice and the beauty of its colour ; and, in spite of all rivals, it is one of
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the most famous sights of Switzerland. To the man of science it is something more than this, for, being 
the best and longest known of all the glaciers, it has contributed greatly to the solution of various 
geological problems.
Travellers coming from the north who prefer to plunge at once in  m éd ias res, instead of beginning at
the beginning of the
Elione valley, may come 
froml ovely Thun through 
the rich and beautiful 
valley of Kanderthal, and 
may drive comfortably in 
their carriages through 
the Kandcrgrund to Ivan- 
dersteg, where the valley 
comes to an end and the 
great wide world of moun­
tains rears its formidable 
“  horns ” before them. 
Here is the famous 
Gemmi Pass, the thres­
hold both of the Bernese 
Oberland and the Phone 
valley. A very beautiful 
mountain path leads up 
from Kandersteg to the 
desolate region on the 
summit of the pass, and 
takes the traveller past 
the inn of Schwarenbach, 
which has acquired some 
notoriety as being the 
place chosen by "Werner 
as the scene of a very 
gloomy tragedy. Farther 
on the path winds along 
the margin of the me­
lancholy little lake of 
Dauben, which is three- 
quarters of a mile long
and about half a mile broad, and is frozen nearly ten months of the year. Its waters are dull and lifeless, 
and the dreary waste around, unenlivened by anything more cheerful than the bleating of sheep and the 
croaking of jackdaws, is very dismal. Suddenly, however, as we pursue our Avay, a splendid panorama is
-
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unfolded before us. "We are standing on the brink of a stupendous precipice, and immediately below us, at 
a giddy depth, we see the baths of Lenk, and a little lower down a bit of the valley of the Ehone. Dumas 
says that when he reached this point and looked into the depths below, the sight so overpowered him that 
he sank to the ground unconscious ; and while he was making the descent his teeth chattered to such a
UEMMI PASS AND LAKE OF DAUBEN.
degree that he was obliged to stuff his pocket-handkerchief into his mouth ; when he reached the bottom 
the said handkerchief looked as if it had been cut through and through with a razor.
Dumas’ experiences, however, are, we believe, peculiar to himself, and have not, so far as we arc 
aware, been shared by any, even the most nervous of lady travellers. The descent to Leulc is extremely 
interesting, but before we enter upon it we will take advantage of our elevated point of view to wave our 
farewells to the whole Canton of Valais.
ITALIAN SWITZERLAND,
jt \ D  X I I
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“ Sublime, but neither bleak nor bare,
Nor misty are the mountains there,
Softly sublime, profusely fair,
Up to their summits clothed in green,
And fruitful as the vales between,
They lightly rise,
And scale the skies,
And groves and gardens still abound :
For where no shoot 
Could else take root,
The peaks are shelved and terraced round. 
Earthward appear in mingled growth 
The mulberry and maize, above 
The trellis’d vine extends to both 
The leafy shade they love.
Looks out the white-walled cottage here,
The lowly chapel rises near ;
Far down the foot must roam to reach 
The lovely lake and bending beach ;
While chestnut green and olive gray 
Chequer the steep and winding way.”
H e n b y  T a y l o r
FROM THE LAKES TO THE ST. GOTTHARD.
it
ETW EEH tlie glaciers of the High Alps and the sunny plain of Lombardy, bounded on
the east by the vale of the Adda, and on the west by that of the Dome, lies the lake
district of Italy—a region of light and sunshine, endowed with all the charms that 
captivate the eye and rejoice the heart—a veritable garden, where the products of the 
chilly north and the luxuriant south meet and flourish equally.
Into this fertile region stretches the southern part of the Swiss Canton of Tessin, or 
Ticino, which lies between the Lago Maggiore and the Lago di Como, and almost encloses 
the Lake of Lugano. Here the oppressive relaxing heat of the Lombard plain becomes more 
temperate, though the sunshine loses nothing of its brilliancy, and its fertilising powers seem 
to be doubled. Umbrageous woods of deciduous trees clothe all the hills and mountains, 
while the slopes are covered with nut trees, chestnuts, and vine-clad mulberry trees ; the fields 
and meadows show signs of exuberant fertility, and the gardens are bright with the rosy blossoms of the 
peach and almond in the spring time, and yield an abundant supply of golden-lined figs in the summer. 
Such are the characteristics of the southern part of the canton, which extends to and includes Locarno, on the 
lake of Maggiore, and Bellinzona, on the river Ticino. Beyond these places the country soon begins to
assume a less genial aspect, and we enter upon the Alpine district of Ticino, with its precipitous heights, wild
waterfalls, and frequent glimpses of glaciers. Southern vegetation and Italian-looking towns and villages are 
left behind ; Hature becomes more chary of her gifts, or refuses to bestow them at all, except as the reward 
of laborious toil ; poverty is rampant, and the people are generally too indolent to cope vigorously with it.
The canton takes its name from the river Tessin, or Ticino, the Ticinus of the ancients ; but the part of 
the river between Bellinzona and the month of the Val Blegno is called the Biviera, and it is along the 
Bivicra that the population of the canton is chiefly settled. The Ticino rises in the Lepontine Alps, one of 
its sources being in the Val Bedretto, on the pass of Hiifcnen or Ho vena, the other in the small lakes 
on the St. Gotthard. I t  flows southward through the Val Leventina, joins the Moësa on its way down from 
the Yal Misocco (Yal Mesolcina, in Italian), and then, in order to cleanse itself from its impurities, enters 
the Lago Maggiore at Magadino, after which it flows southward again until it meets the river Po. The 
world-renowned road of the St. Gotthard runs along by the side of the Ticino through a valley which 
abounds in gorges, wild-looking rocks, waterfalls, and the most picturesque and beautiful scenery. This 
is probably all that the summer tourist will see of the northern portion of the canton, as the Yal Maggio, a 
valley which lies parallel with the Yal Ticino on the west, is seldom visited. To most persons the Canton of 
Ticino means the St. Gotthard Pass, Airolo, Faido, Biasca, Bellinzona, Locarno, and Lugano ; and when 
they have seen these they have seen the principal places of interest.
I t  is difficult fully to realise that one is still in Switzerland, for the earth and the sky, the style of 
architecture, the people themselves, as well as their language and mode of life, have all undergone a change, 
and the cement which binds Ticino to the Confederacy seems to have almost melted away beneath the 
burning rays of the sun of Italy. I f  the Swiss, speaking generally, be mountaineers, the Ticinesi are 
dalesmen, and have had their vigour and energy squeezed out of them by the misfortunes which have
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weighed them down for centuries past. In  the Pays de Vaud and in Geneva the people arc thoroughly 
Swiss, in spite of their French language and manners ; but the same cannot be said of the Italian-speaking 
Ticinesi. The fact of their political union with the Bcpublic they do not attempt to deny ; but the canton 
and the Confederacy have not yet really grown together, and there is little unity of feeling between them. 
Ticino is still to Switzerland what the ivy is to the tree, and the connection between the two is not a whit 
more intimate. She would like to claim all the rights which the union confers upon her, and at the same 
time to avoid discharging any of the duties which it entails.
However, no one ought to be surprised at this—least of all the Swiss on the other side of the
LUGANO.
St. Gotthard, for they were hard masters to Ticino for three hundred years, and ruled it in all respects as 
oppressively as Gessler himself could have done. The government of these u estates of the Ennetbcrg,” 
as they were called, was entrusted to eight bailiffs who ill-treated and plundered the whole district, and in 
fact tyrannised over it as a subject province. Whenever, as not infrequently happened, the miserable 
canton became the battle-field of the Latin and German races, it was tossed to and fro between the two in 
the most insulting fashion. Unfortunately for itself, it lies on the borders of Austria, Piedmont, and 
Switzerland, and it is a noticeable fact that living on any frontier has a demoralising influence. The
political existence of the canton, properly speaking, dates only from 1840, so it would he vain to expect 
from it such patriotism as that of the original members of the Confederacy. In  time, no doubt, it will be 
educated up to its position.
Living in a state of anxiety and insecurity from seed-time to harvest, constantly expecting a storm to burst 
upon him either from the north or the south, it was impossible for the Ticinese to feel any great attachment 
for his native land. He lived in a hurry, plying only such trades and handicrafts as could be carried on by 
the way, as it were, and almost neglecting the surer sources of profit afforded him by the generally fertile 
character of the soil. Pastoral occupations are followed in Ticino to a certain extent, but they do not seem 
to come naturally to the people, and are by no means so well understood here as in the northern cantons. 
Almost all the technical expressions used in connection with the business of the dairy arc borrowed from
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the German. In  the southern portion of the canton, the Ticinese is supplied with all that he needs by the 
liberal hand of Ha turc ; in the north, he used to make something out of the roads across the Alps, and 
when that failed he took to begging—a very thriving trade in former days. I t  would be unjust to say 
that the Ticinese is altogether lazy ; but lazy at home he certainly is, and he prefers uncertain gains 
abroad to a certain livelihood in his native land. One meets him on all the high roads and in all the great 
cities of Europe, as if he were some bird of passage possessed by a strange spirit of restlessness. In  one place 
he is a tinker, chimney-sweep, porter, seller of roasted chestnuts, cooper, waiter, coffee-house keeper, or 
innkeeper ; in another place lie is a civil engineer—and a particularly skilful one too—or he is a mason, 
stone-cutter, glazier, or decorator. He is most frequently to be met with in the towns of France, 
particularly in Paris, but he goes also to Borne and Naples, and even to Moscow and St. Petersburg.
Only the olcl and the feehle arc left at home with the women and children to look after the houses and 
gardens and to cultivate the soil, and the result is as unsatisfactory as one might expect : the fields are 
neglected, and do not improve ; and there is no comfort in the houses, which are perfectly hare and 
without any attempt at adornment, often dirty, and always cheerless—just the sort of nests which might 
belong to birds of passage, in fact. The Ticinese looks upon his home as a temporary place of abode, 
and returns thither merely to recruit himself after his toil in foreign lands.
Nature has not been very bountiful to him in the matter of personal charms and endowments. Hair and 
complexion notwithstanding, few of the faces one sees possess any very marked Italian characteristics, and
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from the majority they have disappeared altogether. The same may be said of the language, which is a 
degenerate and often ill-used daughter of the Italian, and becomes especially harsh north of Bellinzona. 
In  the lake district the dialect is softer and the women are better-looking ; but here, as throughout the 
whole Canton of Tessin, they are soon past their prime, and their comeliness is impaired by hard work 
even before it has attained its full development. There are almost no distinctive costumes nowadays, 
and the only way in which the women differ externally from their neighbours is in the manner of dressing 
their hair. Their abundant plaits are arranged in a sort of aureole at the back of the head, and are 
transfixed by the large-headed silver pins which seem to be universally worn in the neighbourhood of the 
Italian lakes. Massive silver studs behind the ears complete the coiffure. Bound their necks they wear
strings of their favourite garnets, the stones alternating with beads of gold filigree ; and on their heads, 
especially when they go to church, they wear a black or white veil, arranged after the rather becoming 
fashion prevalent throughout North Italy. This fashion was probably introduced in the first instance by 
the numerous families who came from Milan and settled permanently at Lugano and other places in the 
vicinity. They showed considerable discrimination in their choice, it must be confessed and one is more
than half disposed to envy them ; for, of all the many 
lovely places which stud the shore of this and the other 
lakes, Lugano is perhaps the loveliest. I t  is built upon 
gently rising ground in the form of a small amphitheatre,, 
and looks like a miniature Genoa or a tiny Naples, with 
the hills rising in a semicircle close behind it, and white 
villas and pleasant villages peeping out of the green 
bowers below. The vegetation becomes more and more luxuriant as it approaches the margin of the 
lake, and the tall, beautiful trees are all festooned with vines, whose long wreaths hang down so low as 
almost to touch the blue waters.
From the terrace of the Church of St. Lawrence, which is situated on an eminence above the town, 
there is a fine view of the lake. The most conspicuous object on our left hand is Monte Brè, which rises 
to the north-east of Lugano, and is backed by the loftier Monte Boglia ; the lake winds round its base to
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Porlezza. Opposite us, the foreground is occupied by Monte Caprino, whose cool grottoes are used as 
wine-cellars by the townspeople ; its slopes are covered with lime-trees and young chestnuts, and behind it 
rises the Colmo di Creccio, while farther off still we can just catch the twin summits of the Monte 
Generoso. To the right is the famous cone-shaped mountain of San Salvatore, from the top of which the 
view is equally lovely and far more extensive. San Salvatore stands on a sort of peninsular ; for the lake, 
after running south as far as Morcote, turns sharp round to the north and proceeds in this direction as far 
as Agno, which is almost in a line with Lugano ; and between these two towns lies the little Lake of 
Muzzano.
This Lago di Lugano, or Lago Ceresio, as the Luganesi themselves call it, seems to be always smiling 
at the sky. The sky is almost always blue, and so is the water ; and the white sails of the fishing boats 
which glide over its surface scarcely disturb its dream-like repose. As if it would fain bestow some 
portion of its loveliness on its famous neighbour, it flows westward to the Lago Maggiore, when it reaches 
Agno, forming the deeply indented bay of Ponte-Tresa, which itself almost deserves to be called a lake. 
Numerous small rivers flow into the lake on all sides. A t Porlezza it receives the Cucchio, at Lugano 
the Cassarate, which flows down into it from a valley of great fertility ; farther on it is joined by the 
Yedeggio, Magliasina, and Sovaglia. Its shores are fanned by the most delicious breezes, and if the chilly 
tra m o n ta n a  prevails at night, its place is taken by the softly breathing b reva  in the day-time. Generally 
speaking, the climate is temperate, and the rude, stormy winds known as the p o r s e ll in a  and m arino  seldom 
blow. I t  is no wonder that those whose chief object is to enjoy themselves quietly and without much 
exertion should love to linger on the shores of this lake, for its charms are numerous and varied, and the 
Hôtel du Parc, formerly a convent, which stands close to the water’s edge, and is surrounded by trees, is a 
very pleasant place for a protracted sojourn. Visitors are constantly to be seen sitting in the balconies, 
and are apparently never weary of gazing out over the sparkling waters at the blue mountains in the 
distance. Others take one of the hotel boats and row across the lake, sometimes to a villa or tiny village, 
sometimes to some of the beautiful gardens and groves which fringe its margin, and sometimes to the 
celebrated wine-cellars of Monte Caprino. Those who are of a more restless turn of mind will find plenty 
of longer excursions to satisfy them : the steamers Ceresio and Generoso will lend them the aid of 
their wings, and the railway will convey them, in the shortest possible space of time, either into Italy or to 
Melide, Maroggia, Capolago, or to Mendrisio, the garden of Italian Switzerland, which lies on the high 
road to Como and Milan. Besides all this, they may, if they please, make the ascent of Monte Generoso, 
or Gionnero, the Bigi of Italian Switzerland, which is daily becoming more famous. The people of 
Lugano have a saying with regard to this mountain, which runs as follows : “ Senseless is he who does not 
desire to see it, and senseless is he who, having seen, does not admire it ; more senseless still is the man 
who, having seen and admired it, goes away and leaves it.” But there is a great deal closer at hand 
which is well worthy of a visit, and within easy walking, riding, or driving distance ; in fact, the attractions 
of the neighbourhood are simply inexhaustible, and people who go hence to Locarno often think regretfully 
of the Paradise they have left behind them on the Ceresio.
Yet Locarno is situated on the Lago Maggiore, and all our ideas as to the beauty of Italian scenery 
arc commonly associated with the name of this lake. And it must be confessed that Locarno is beautiful ; 
but we miss the fresh, honest air and delightful climate of Lugano, where the warm breath of the south wind 
is so deliciously tempered by breezes blowing straight down from the Alps. Locarno is like a snake lurking
amid the roses and fruits which grow here in such rich profusion as to remind one of the garden of the 
Hesperides. Nowhere do trees of all descriptions grow more luxuriantly than on the Locarno shore, hut 
the entire locality is a prey to the malaria, which is bred in the extensive marshes of the Ticino and 
spreads its leaden wings over the whole northern shore of the lake. Can it be owing to the malaria that 
the town of Locarno has always hitherto seemed to be in a state of retrogression ?
Locarno, called Luggarus by the Germans, is an ancient town at all events, and it looks as if it were 
so thoroughly tired out by all it has gone through that it would fain sit still and rest in idleness. In  
mediæval times it belonged to the party of the Guelfs, was allied with Milan, and was constantly exposed
THE VAL MAGGIA.
to the attacks of the Ghibellines. After that, it fell into the hands of the Visconti, who rebuilt the 
grim-looking castle which still stands between the river Maggia and the lake ; and in 1513 the Swiss 
became masters of the town—without, however, mending its fortunes. A year later the bridge of La 
Torretta, at Bellinzona, was carried away by a terrible inundation, and for a time Locarno’s communication 
with the main road was quite cut off. The banishment of its Protestant inhabitants was a self-inflicted 
blow to its prosperity, which the town has even now hardly recovered. On a closer inspection one can 
detect many a wrinkle on the old town’s face, and a good deal of grass about its feet. Generally speaking, 
it is a very sleepy-looking place, and seems only to wake up for a short time on market days, when all is 
life and bustle and the scene is really an interesting one. People flock in from all parts of the Lago
Maggiore, fi om all the valleys of Locarno, from the mountains of Onsernone, Ccntovalli, and Verzasca, 
from Bellinzona, and even from the district of Lugano. On these occasions the shops, which are usually 
closed at other times, arc thrown temptingly open, and the goldsmiths make a display of their wares ] for the
market-women and their 
daughters are very fond 
of buying ornaments and 
trinkets with the money 
they make by their various 
goods. One is a good deal 
tempted to follow them 
back to their homes, espe­
cially those of them who 
dwell in the beautiful and 
interesting valley of Val 
Maggia, which is becoming 
more and more popular with 
tourists year by year. I f  
this should be too far off, 
however, we might at least 
manage an excursion to the 
next most beautiful spot, 
namely, the ancient con­
vent and pilgrimage church 
of the Madonna del Sasso. 
I t  looks extremely pictu­
resque seen from the shore 
of the lake ; but, when we 
reach the top of the emi­
nence on which it stands, 
all the most charming fea­
tures of the Locarno scenery 
are at once revealed to our 
gaze. The church crowns 
the summit of a steep nar­
row cliff, which rises be­
tween two small wooded
BELLINZONA.
valleys, whence issue the
various streams which unite at the base of the cliff, and form the wild mountain-torrent known as the 
Bamogna. This torrent has destroyed the good road which formerly led up to the convent, and the ascent 
is rather toilsome in consequence ; but the view from the top is at once so grand and so lovely, and affords 
such unexpected pleasure, that we are more than compensated for all our exertions. Standing in front
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of the convent beneath the little p e r g o la  (a trellis-work covered with vines, and supported on stone 
pillars), we see before us a series of the most lovely pictures, in which mountains and valleys, woods 
and groves, the glorious blue lake, and the sparkling river Maggia form the principal features. There 
is something singularly charming about the elevated situation of this convent. The tall trees wave 
around its walls, the birds sing, the air is fragrant with the scent of innumerable flowers, and, to a 
superficial observer, the pictures of the Passion which adorn the convent walls, albeit by the hand of 
Bernardo Luino, might seem at 
first sight to be out of harmony 
with the general joyousness of 
nature.
The lake looks so extremely 
inviting from here that most people 
yield to its allurements and soon 
make their way down to its margin, 
where they may take a boat and 
coast southward along its shores 
until they reach those fortunate 
islands, the Isole Borromee, which 
are known severally as Isola Bella,
Isola Madre, and Isola dei Pes­
catori.
I t  is hard to turn  one’s back on 
all the glorious beauty of Italy ; 
but we have to wend our way 
homewards, and must therefore 
turn our steps towards Bellinzona, 
where the Canton of Ticino ceases 
to be Italian for those coming from 
the south, and begins to be Italian 
for those arriving by the St. Gott­
hard road.
Bellinzona itself is a thoroughly 
Italian town, and its aspect is grand
A TILLAGE SCENE, VAL LEVENTINA.
and striking as we look down upon
it from the slopes of Monte Cenere and see it standing on the banks of the broad Ticino, in the midst 
of the most beautiful and garden-like scenery. The extensive valley in which it is situated was anciently 
known as the Campi Canini. Its battlemented walls and the three old castles, known respectively as the 
Castle of Uri, or Castello Grande, the Castello di Svitto, and the Castle of Unterwalden, give the place 
almost an air of defiance when viewed from a distance ; but this disappears speedily upon a closer and 
more intimate acquaintance. Indeed, the town resembles some old statue overgrown with roses and 
creepers, round which the children laugh and play and gather flowers, without bestowing a thought upon
their ancient ancestor. There is nothing in Bellinzona to inspire fear or awe nowadays. The sound of the 
war trumpet has given place to the song of the herdsman and the ritornello of the street boy, and the cicada 
hums its summer song in profoundest peace where once the clash of arms was frequently to he heard. 
There are many beautiful views to be seen from the neighbouring vineyards, which are reached by shad}’ 
paths through groves and thickets. On the cliffs of Corvaro, overshadowed by trees, stands a lonely little 
church dedicated to the Madonna, which contains a whole world of poetry within its four walls. There 
are a few villages and a good many scattered houses upon these heights, and if wc desire to become better 
acquainted with the people and their manners and customs, we shall have a good opportunity of doing so 
here. And now we proceed still farther north, and along the Biviera, or Bevierthal, as the Italians and 
Germans respectively call the valley of the Ticino. Between Bellinzona and Biasca the Italian echoes grow 
fainter and fainter ; but the roads are still bordered by vineyards, and the granite pillars which support
B1UDGE OVER THE TICINO AT FALDO.
the trellised vines, as well as the peach, almond, and f i g  trees, still occasionally remind us of the south. 
These, however, are presently succeeded by nut trees, cherry trees, alders growing by the water-side, and 
plantations of pines on the mountains ; and by the time we reach Biasca the snowy mountains are once 
more towering over our heads. The streams, too, become more voluminous and impetuous, the Froda- 
bach forms a considerable waterfall—and, in fact, it was the rocks and floods together which wrought such 
terrible havoc here in 1512. I t  was a wealthy and prosperous district then, thanks to the German part of 
the population ; hut it is so no longer, and the numerous A u lla g e s  along the road and upon the heights are 
best seen from a distance. I f  one goes too near, one finds that they are dismal dens with extraordinarily 
narrow streets, and full of filthy puddles ; and the few stone houses they contain look slovenly and ill-kept 
for the most part. The wooden houses are small and ugly—the front being of wood and the back of stone, 
and the roof covered with shingle. The first floor is reached by an outside staircase, which leads at once
B IA SC A .

into the kitchen, ancl this again into the small, low living room, wnence almost all air and light are excluded. 
These dwellings are unbearably hot in the summer, and in winter they are stifling ; for the whole family 
eat, chink, sleep, and work in this confined space, and the window is never opened. There is little that is 
attractive about these villages, though vanity has induced them to embellish, to a certain extent, that side 
which they turn towards the road ; yet even here the evidences of Italian frivolity are too marked to he 
mistaken.
W e arc now in the Val Leventina, a valley which extends from the junction of the Brenno and Ticino, 
at Biasca, up to the St. Gotthard, and is enlivened by the river Ticino with its companions, as well as by
GOIIGE OF FIOTTA, NEAR FAIDO.
the great St. Gotthard road. I t  contains about twenty villages, and is generally divided into three 
districts, known respectively as the Upper, Middle, and Lower Valley ; the boundary of the Upper Valley 
being marked by Airolo and Quinto, that of the others by Faido and Giornieo. The valley, taken as a 
whole, is by no means the abode of wealth, and, when the traffic along the St. Gotthard road does not afford 
them sufficient employment, the men usually go and seek their fortunes abroad. The women work in the 
fields and meadows, or sit in then* dismal little rooms weaving ; but a good many of them follow the 
example of the men, and leave their homes for foreign lands. W hether the future will improve matters is 
a question ; for the railway, when it comes, will only hurry travellers through the valley faster than they 
go at present, and the inhabitants will have nothing to do but to gaze after it. I f  the future has nothing
good in store for them, the past has certainly left them little but sorrowful memories, and even the grand 
natural memorial of the “  Sassi Grossi ” (Great Kocks) at Giornico, which commemorates a victory gained 
over their enemies, reminds them at the same time that this very victory only helped to strengthen the 
hands of their subsequent oppressors, the cow-herds of Uri. The people of the Val Leventina were at war 
just then with Milan ; and Count Marsiglio Torello, who had been sent against them at the head of fifteen 
thousand men, a large body of cavalry,, and a good deal of artillery, had advanced as far as the bridge of 
Biasca. There he found a number of the peasants awaiting him ; but they made a feint of retreating when 
he approached, and drew him on to the flat ground between Bodio and Giornico, where Stanga, their captain, 
had made every preparation for the reception of the ducal troops. This part of the valley had been purposely 
laid under water, and, as it was now the month of November, one night’s sharp frost was sufficient to convert 
the whole surface into a sheet of hard ice. The dalesmen, only a few hundred in number, took up a position 
on the cliffs above, and, as the troops approached, they first rolled huge masses of rocks down upon them 
from the slopes, and then charged furiously upon them. An utter rout ensued ; several thousand of the 
enemy were slain, their guns and arms fell into the hands of the victors, and they fled down the Kiviera 
in dire confusion, pursued by the Ticinesi, who took a great number of them prisoners. The men of the 
Val Leventina distinguished themselves greatly on this occasion, and Stanga, their captain, returned home, 
when the fight was over, only to die on the threshold of the numerous wounds he had received.
A t Laido there are a number of beautiful old chestnut trees, which remind us that there is another side 
to the picture we have just drawn. I t  must be confessed, indeed, that the unfortunate valley was most 
haughtily treated by its masters, the men of Uri. In  all their intercourse with these latter, the dalesmen 
were required to address them as u I l lu s t r is s im i  e p o te n tis s im i s ig n o ri c p a d r o n i  n o s tr i  c le m e n tiss im i”— 
“  Most illustrious and most mighty lords and our most merciful masters,” while they dared not speak of 
themselves except as “  U m iliss im i c f e d e lis s im i s e r v ito r i  e s u d d it i  ”— “  Most humble and faithful servants and 
subjects.”
Such being the state of things, but little was needed to kindle the smouldering flames of insurrection, 
and in 1755 a premature attempt was made to shake off the Swiss yoke. I t  failed, however, for want of 
proper management, and the men of Uri and their confederates, who had come across the St. Gotthard Pass, 
quickly crushed the rebellion. The people of the Val Leventina were summoned to appear at Laido on 
the 2nd of June, and they came, three thousand of them, with shame for the past and fear for the future in 
their faces. They were surrounded by the Confederate troops, and compelled, bare-headed and on bended 
knees, to swear unconditional obedience to their masters ; and in the same posture they were made to 
witness the execution of their leaders, who were hanged on the very chestnut trees we see before us. 
Horror-stricken and sad at heart, the dalesmen returned to their miserable huts to find themselves in a state 
of worse bondage than before.
There is something gloomy and dismal about the face of the whole country here. I t  looks as if there 
were a curse upon it ; and the people themselves are grave and silent, as is only natural in those who are 
the heirs of such a dreary past, and have grown up in perpetual conflict with the powers of nature.
Above Laido the Ticino rushes with demoniacal fury through a narrow passage which it forced for itself 
ages ago in the Monte Piottino or Platifer. To describe its mad, raging impetuosity is simply impossible, 
for it is unlike anything else. The road is carried along close above the boiling waters, which will be 
spanned by a railway bridge before long.
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And now the scenery becomes grander and wilder every step we take forward, and the cliffs advance 
nearer and nearer, threatening to bar the traveller’s farther progress. We pass the poor little hamlet 01 
Fiotta, which lies on a mountain-slope close to a wild-looking ravine on the other side of the road, then we 
reach Airolo, at the entrance of the Yal Tremola—or Triimmelthal, as the Germans call it—and then the 
real ascent to the St. Gotthard begins. The great St. Gotthard tunnel will terminate at Airolo, and this 
gigantic work has greatly contri­
buted to the prosperity of the 
village for years past.
The Italian element is very 
strong in Airolo ; and one fancies 
that the stream of intending emi­
grants who proposed to cross the 
Alps at this point, were suddenly 
arrested by finding that they might 
make money here without going 
any farther. I t  is here that the 
corkscrew-windings of the St. Gott­
hard road begin, and from here to 
Hospenthal, in the Yale of Urseren, 
the traveller has no opportunity of 
buying anything he may require 
on his journey, except at the 
humble hospice. . Accordingly, 
there has always been a great 
demand here for small wares of 
all sorts, and for porters, agents, 
stables, relays of horses, and 
taverns, as well as for such handi­
craftsmen as smiths, saddlers, and 
wheelwrights ; and all these various 
needs are just what the Ticinese 
is capable of supplying. Airolo, 
therefore, was a very flourish­
ing place even in the days when 
the only road across the St. Gott-
MAP.KET-PLACE, FAIDO.
hard was but a bridle-path, and
that a bad one ; for sixteen thousand travellers and some ten thousand beasts of burthen naturally required 
that some sort of provision should be made for their various needs. The great new road of course 
made many changes, however, and the new railway, when completed, will not have much to do with 
Airolo ; so that one fears its present prosperity can be but short-lived, and must be doomed to gradual 
decay.
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At Airolo the ascent begins in the pleasantest manner through rich green meadows ; and the pedestrian, 
as he follows the short cuts made by the old road, can see the innumerable twists and turns of the newer and 
easier road, which looks at a distance like an uncoiled rope flung across the mountain, or, as Bogcrs says
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“ Like a silver zone 
Flung about carelessly, it shines afar,
Catching the eye in many a broken link,
In many a turn and traverse as it glides.”
On fine, bright days wo enter even the Val Tremola, or Tremiora (the Vale of Trembling), without the 
least feeling of apprehen­
sion ; though, when we have 
crossed the bridge which 
takes us once more to the 
right bank of the Ticino, 
w'e are close to Madonna 
ai Leit, San Giuseppe, St.
Antonio, and il Buco dei 
Calancketti, spots which are 
all of them in very ill repute 
for one reason or other. The 
last-mentioned, for instance, 
derives its name from a 
party of glaziers who all 
perished here when on their 
way back from France to 
their homes in the valley 
of Calanca. They had in­
sisted on leaving the safe 
shelter of the Hospice and 
continuing their journey, in 
spite of all the warnings 
given them, and were buried 
in the snow. All this part 
of the road, but even more 
that on the other side of the 
Hospice, is exposed in win­
ter to frequent snowstorms, 
called tourm entes or cjuxcn 
by the Swiss, and hisses by 
the people of the Val Levan­
tina—kisses given by the 
fiend-like tramontana which 
too often end in death.
I t  is computed that on
an average three or four persons perish annually on this pass ; but we have records of some extra­
ordinary disasters. In  1478, for instance, sixty Swiss soldiers all perished together ; in 1624, three
M O RTU A RY  C H A rE L  ON T IIE  ST. G O TTIIA R D .
hundred persons were overwhelmed by an avalanche, and in 1S1G forty pack-horses, laden with 
merchandise, perished in a similar way ; and yet it is a walk of only two hours and a half from Airolo 
to the Hospice, and only two from the summit of the pass to Urseren : moreover, on either side of the 
Hospice there are various refuges prepared expressly for the accommodation of travellers. The first intima­
tion that we are nearing the Hospice is afforded by the sight of the old mortuary chapel, perched on a rock 
by the way-side. Formerly it was used as a burial-place for the bodies of those who had perished on the 
pass, concerning whose faith there was some doubt, while those who were positively known to be Eoman 
Catholics were buried in Airolo. But the old chapel is no longer used, and is falling into decay. Behind
HOSPICE ON THE ST. GOTTHAED.
it rise the various buildings belonging to the Hospice. On the height to the right stands the old Hospice 
itself, with several wooden sheds, and among them the modern hotel of Monte Prosa, kept by the well- 
known Signor Felix Lombardi ; on the opposite side of the road is the Albergo del S. Gottardo, a 
warehouse, once a custom-house, and now used as a house of refreshment for carriers, drivers, &c. ; and 
right glad must many of them be to see it, and know that here all the misery of their journey terminates, 
their hunger and thirst will be satisfied, and their frozen limbs warmed. I t  is said that as many as eleven 
or twelve thousand persons are received, and twenty thousand rations of bread, soup, and coffee are 
supplied here in the course of the year ; but this is probably an exaggeration.
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A very dreary region it is in the midst of which the Hospice stands—a cold, desolate, barren plateau, 
about three miles long, thickly covered with weather-beaten blocks of granite. As far as the eye can reach 
not a single speck of green is to he seen, for we are surrounded on all sides by a wall of steep snow- 
covered heights. The streams are arrested in their course, uncertain apparently whether they shall flow 
north or south, and accordingly here, as on most mountain passes, they have formed various little ponds 
and lakes, which are abundantly fringed with flowers in the height of summer, hut are otherwise entirely 
devoid of any signs of life, and are surrounded by nothing hut broken rocks heaped together in the wildest 
confusion. The best known of these lakes are the Lago Sella and Lago Scuro, which are elevated some six
VALE OF UKSEBEN, IIOSPEXTHAL, ANDEBXATT, AND IlOAD LEADING TO OBERALI'.
thousand odd feet above the level of the Mediterranean. One of the principal feeders of the river Eeuss 
forms the outlet of the Lago Sella, the Lago Scuro being drained by the wild torrent which rushes down 
the Val Tremola. Some twenty other lakes, larger and smaller, lie hidden in different parts of this dreary, 
rock-strewn wilderness. One of the larger and better known of these is the Lago Lucendro, which is fed 
by the waters of the Lucendro glacier and drained into the river Eeuss. Hone of them are ever free from 
ice for more than three months of the year at the outside, and their appearance is in perfect harmony with 
the wild, chill-looking landscape, which seems to be rendered only more gloomy and sad by the presence of 
these dull expanses of dead-looking blue-green water.
The most noteworthy peaks around—none of which, he it observed, bears the name of St. Gotthard— 
are the Pizzo Centrale, or Tritthorn, which is now often ascended, Monte Prosa, the Fibbia, Pizzo Lucendro, 
and Piz Orsino, none of which are quite ten thousand feet in height, though some come very near it, and 
all are considerably over eight thousand feet.
The history of the St. Gotthard Pass and its Hospice is long and interesting, though it does not go back 
as far as one might be led by its present world-wide fame to expect. Our first trustworthy information 
concerning it dates from the fourteenth century, and is furnished by the famous Father Placido a 
Specha. In  the records of the convent of Disentis, which were afterwards destroyed by fire, he had seen 
it mentioned that there was a hospice at the foot of the mountain in 1300, that merchandise was conveyed 
across the pass in 1321, and that in 1374 the abbot of the aforesaid convent—which at that time owned 
the alpine pastures of Fortunei, Rodunt, and Lucendro—had caused a hospice and chapel to be built on
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the summit of the pass. In  1431, when many of the ecclesiastical dignitaries of the time were passing 
through on their way to the council then being held at Basel, a certain Canon Ferrario was sent up to the 
hospice to attend to them. This was not for long, however ; and later on, when the convent had handed 
over the pastures just mentioned to the village of Airolo, the same place was laid under an obligation to 
keep up the little institution on the mountain pass.
St. Carlo Borromeo had intended to build a considerable house on the spot, but was prevented by death 
from carrying out his designs. In  1602 Friedlich Borrom aus sent an ecclesiastic thither, and in 1029 
he had a house built there, but this was deserted from 1648 to 1682. The hospice of the Capuchins was 
first established in 1683, through the instrumentality of Cardinal Visconti. A hundred years later it was 
destroyed by avalanches, was rebuilt, and again destroyed—this time by the French, who lay encamped here 
from 1799 to 1800, and to supply then- want of fuel, burnt up all the woodwork the buildings contained.
Money being scarce, a very humble little liospice for poor travellers was first erected, and this gradually 
developed into the present grand group of buildings.
Such has been the history of the pass in times of peace ; but it has known something of war as well, and 
the date of the year 1799 is inscribed in its records in letters of flaming red, for at that time the pass was the 
scene of a desperate struggle between Eussia, Austria, and France. However, this is all too well known to 
need repetition, and every traveller who has crossed the St. Gotthard knows the story attached to the 
inscription, u Suwarow victor,” still to be read on the granite rocks at the upper end of the Tal Tremola.
And now, without further delay, wc must follow the downward course of the Ecuss to the beautiful 
peaceful valley below, with its green undulating pastures and silvery river ; with here the pleasant little 
village of Hospcnthal and its characteristic ruin, and farther 011 the imposing village of Andermatt, 
overshadowed by its beautiful wood of pine trees.
Here we may take our choice of two or three different routes. I f  we proceed through the tunnel known 
as the Umerloch, or Hole of Uri, and across the Devil’s Bridge, we shall find ourselves once more by the 
Lake of Lucerne, while the road to the west, over the Eealp and Furca Pass, will in a few hours take us 
back to Valais ; so we must strike out in a new direction, and make for the pass of the Ob er alp. And who 
shall be our leader ? Old 11 Father Ehine ” himself ?—
“ Tlio wide and winding Ehine,
Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Between the banks which bear the vine,
And hills all rich with blossomed trees,
And fields which promise corn and wine,
And scattered cities crowning these,
Whose far white walls along them shine.”
Gu i l d s  H a r o l d .
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This is the highest point. Two ways the rivers 
Leap down to different seas, and as they roll 
Grow deep and still, and their majestic presence 
Becomes a benefaction to the towns 
They visit, wandering silently among them,
Like patriarchs old among their shining tents.”
L o n g f e l l o w .
O ne  of the rivers mentioned by the poet in the above 
lines is the Ehine, the “ sacred river ” of Germany, which 
is born amid the mountains of the St. Gotthard group. 
Wherever lie goes, whatever he does, the German never 
loses his pride in the beautiful river of the Fatherland, 
even though he may never have beheld it with his bodily 
eyes. The Eliinc, the green Ehine, with its vineyards and 
castles, towns, villages, and church spires, exercises upon 
him a sort of fascination not unlike that of the Lorelei 
who captivates the boatman with her singing. All the 
hopes and fears of Germany gather about the noble river, 
upon whose banks stand the faithful “ W atch,” enthusias­
tically singing the famous song :—
“ Whilst yet one drop of life-blood flows,
The sword shall never know repose ;
"While yet one arm the shot can pour,
The foe shall never touch thy shore.
Rest, Fatherland ! for sons of thine
Shall steadfast keep the ‘ Wacht am Rhein.’ ”
In  the shady valleys which lie along the Ehine arc to be heard also the wild notes of the woodbird and 
the sweet, quaint Volkslied, while many an old legend and romantic story are whispered by the ruined castles 
which crown its hanks. And so the Ehine will always be the river of the poet, “ if only for the sake of its
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wine ; ” but it must be admitted that there is very little poetry about its earlier course, and that even when 
it reaches Chur it does not show itself in the light of a benefactor.
In  these elevated regions no grape-vines grow along the hanks of the river, and there seems to he much 
uncertainty as to its future career. Its waters, indeed, are like pale green crystal, so clear arc they ; hut they 
dash along at such a furious pace that they are little loved, and are often greatly feared. Where the river 
is not kept sternly within a very deep bed, its course is marked by extensive beds of rubbish and débris, 
with here and there an interval of green meadow-land, often interrupted by wide stretches of mud and 
gravel. The country on cither side is rather dull and dead-looking, and the ancient glories of the once 
famous province of Ehætia seem to have departed, leaving hardly a trace behind. The groups of brown or 
grey huts which congregate chiefly about the mouths of the lateral valleys are certainly -not imposing ; 
and, what with the huge masses of rock which meet one at every turn, the dark dense forests which cover 
the mountains, and the few signs of life to be seen on the road, the general aspect of things is such as
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inclines one to augur that the valley, or at least the greater part of it, has never yet been brought under 
the influence of civilisation. I t  seems to have been much the same in ancient times, for the first immigrants 
were fugitives, and, as they naturally preferred settling as far out of danger as possible, they made their 
new homes among the safe heights of the Central Alps. They were the ancestors of the present population 
of the canton now known as the Grisons. They did not, however, always remain among the mountains, for, 
when the times became quieter, such of them as did not prefer to return to Italy came down into the 
principal valleys, and settled along the banks of the streams and rivers. Here, after a time, their repose
was disturbed by the inroads of the Franks 
and Saxons, who drove them hack to the 
upland valleys. The invaders established 
themselves along the main arteries of the 
Bhine, and speedily reduced such of the 
inhabitants as were left to a state of slavery, 
while those who retained their freedom were 
obliged to make their homes in almost inac­
cessible ravines near the glaciers. As the 
pressure increased, and life became more 
unquiet in the valleys below, those who 
loved their liberty made their way up to 
the sunny slopes of the mountains in con­
stantly-increasing numbers. The knights’ 
castles were deserted, the country around 
them became more and more desolate, and 
the nobles were left alone in their glory. 
But the German nobility of Upper Bhætia 
tried to follow the people, and built their 
eyries high up among the Siberian pines, 
where birds of prey have their nests ; and
there are still to be seen as many as a
hundred and eighty ruined castles and 
watch-towers of the period of which we 
are speaking. How as then, however, the 
greater part of the population of the Grisons dwell at a great elevation ; and it will cost us some
little exertion to discover their haunts, for they are hardly visible from below. In  fact, hut for the white
church steeples, which peer out like lighthouses here and there above the low brown huts, and show where 
a village is to be found, one would be inclined to suppose that the mountains were uninhabited. And even 
when one has actually caught sight of a village, it is no easy matter to get up to it. There are no 
convenient roads, often there are only footpaths, and even these generally lead up that side of the 
mountain which is farthest away from the main valley. The villages lying between the ice-clad peaks of 
the Crispait and Trons, on the left hank of the Bhine, are none of them much less than three thousand feet 
above the level of the sea ; and Chiamut, which may derive its name from Caput Montis, stands at an
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elevation of five thousand three hundred and eighty feet. Few of the villages between Irons and Chur, 
again, are situated in the valley, and these few are but poor places. All the real life and prosperity of the 
district is to be found higher up on the plateaux, or in hidden nooks at the back of the lateral valleys of 
Somvix, Lugnetz, Yrin, Yals, and Savien, whither the people were driven in ancient times by their love 
of liberty or dread of enemies. I t  was in these highland villages that the budding liberties of Bhætia 
found their chief support during the fourteenth century ; and the nobles saw that, if they wished to prolong 
their existence, they must secure the goodwill of these villagers, and conclude treaties which should give 
peasants and herdsmen equal rights with themselves. Counts, barons, and abbots having but few vassals 
remaining around their castles, had no adequate means of resisting the growing ambition of Austria, and 
therefore were compelled, in self-defence, to have recourse to the independent strength and valour of 
those who had been so long alienated from them. I t  was at this period that the famous L ia  g rise lla , or Grey 
League, was formed, which saved the lords of Ehäzüns, Disentis, and Sax, and all their kin, from the 
clutches of Austria and Chur. The villages had long since gained their liberty without any help from the 
nobles—each community was, in fact, a republic strong within and without ; and, as it was quite hopeless 
now to think of mastering them, the only thing to be done was to join their league, and to recognise the 
common peasant as a fellow-soldier and an equal. The peasant acquiesced readily enough, but when, 
shortly after the conclusion of the compact, the nobles fell back into their old ways and became overbearing 
and arrogant, the people insisted upon a regular treaty, and their deputies peremptorily demanded that “ the 
nobles should banish all injustice, violence, and scandalous excess from the borders within their 
jurisdiction,” adding that “ at all events the people would no longer put up with the unbridled wickedness 
of the nobles, though quite ready to obey them in all things lawful and honourable.”
Accordingly, the Abbot of Disentis—a man who, considering the age in which he lived, was remarkably 
generous and liberal-minded—the Count of Werdenberg, and the Barons of Sax and Brun, all rode to the 
well-known sycamore tree of Trons, where the head men of the villages and the bailiffs of the several 
jurisdictions met them, and received then’ oaths that they “ would thenceforth take the people under their 
protection, abstain from taking the law into their own hands, would put down violence, and be true to the 
league, as long as the world lasted.” This took place in the year 1424, and the league included the whole 
of the valley of the Yorderrhein as far as Beichenau with its lateral valleys, down to the Bheinwald glacier, 
which is the source of the Hinterrhein, and the valley of Misoceo, as far as the Italian frontier.
Two other leagues existed besides the one just mentioned, namely the L ia  C adê , or “ League of the House 
of God,” and the “ League of the Ten Jurisdictions,” or L ia  d é lia s  desoli-d r e ttu r a s  ;  but these both joined the 
L ia  g r ise lla  in 1471, and out of the confederation then formed has arisen the modern canton of the Grisons.
These leagues were the ruin of most of the foreign nobles ; whereas the genuine Bhætian nobility, 
being intimately connected with the people and deriving all their strength from them, always contrived to 
maintain their power and influence unimpaired. They still have flourishing representatives in the families 
of Planta, Salis, Travers, Jäklin, Juvalta, Sprecher, Tscharner, Enderlin, Mohr, and others. The rest of the 
population, too, still maintain their energy of character, and though somewhat rude and peculiar, are 
thoroughly honest folks, and possess many good qualities ; in fact, they bear a good deal of natural 
resemblance to their own canton, which of late years, since the rest of Switzerland has become rather too 
conventional, has annually attracted many thousands of visitors by the very boldness and ruggedness of its 
scenery. The Canton of the Grisons certainly is peculiar, and its aspect is very different from that of the
Alpine district west of the St. Gotthard, through which we have already passed. There we have gigantic 
mountains rising suddenly and abruptly before us, their mighty peaks seeming to touch the very heavens, 
while close by there are deep valleys, such as those of the Bhonc, St. ZSTicIiolas, Lauterbrunnen, and 
Grindelwald, in the Bernese Oberland, besides those of Ticino, Schwyz, and Uri, which lie so low as 
hardly to be in the highlands at all. Here, on the other hand, the whole district seems to have been 
uplifted together. The chains of mountains present few marked indentations, there are few deeply-hollowed 
valleys, few precipitous heights, gentle slopes lead from one level to another, and there are no abrupt 
transitions, and yet the whole is essentially a mountain district, and the greater part of it— as Upper Davos, 
Bheinwald, Avers, Brinthal, and the Upper Engadine—belongs to the Alpine regions. The canton consists
SOMVIX.
of a network of these mountain valleys, about a hundred and fifty in number, and of groups and chains of 
mountains, none of which, as before said, attain the colossal size and majestic proportions to which we arc 
accustomed in the rest of Switzerland ; and yet there is a great and magic charm in the rich variety afforded 
by mountain ridges alternating with elevated valleys and plateaux, silent Avoods, and gloomy ravines, 
enlivened by streams and torrents, numerous passes and gaps, naked peaks, green mountain pastures, and 
an abundance of animal and vegetable life.
A true child of nature—nature as she appears in the Grisons, that is—is the Bliine, the whole of whose 
early course lies through this canton. Consisting, at first, mainly of the Vorder-Bhein and Hinter-Bhcin, 
it  is afterwards reinforced by the junction of the Plessur, Landquart, and Tamina, and flows north, a full- 
grown, substantial river, till it reaches the frontier town of Sargans. Those, however, who think that the
sources of the Ehinc are easily and speedily ascertained, are quite mistaken, for the traveller will have 
rivulets and streams innumerable pointed out to him by the natives, all of which they call Bhein or Ein. 
Every “ running” stream in fact is called the Bhine, and our ideas of geography are likely to be hopelessly 
confused when we hear of the Ursera-Bhein, Gämmern-Bhein, Cornera-Bhein, Bin di Chiamut, Bin da 
Berdatsch, as well as the Tavetscher, Medelser, Somvixer, Yriner, Yalser, and Savien Bhine. At 
Chiamut, for instance, one is very much inclined to mistake the Cornera-Bhein for the real Yorder-Bhein 
proper, the former being much the larger stream of the two, though considered only as a tributary of the 
latter. However, tourists are not wont to be over-particular about such matters, and it is enough for them 
to stand anywhere near the cradle of the Bhine and gaze upon the Badus, or Sixmaduna, the mighty 
sentinel to whose guardianship it is committed. This huge pyramid of rock keeps faithful watch and ward 
over the infant river, while it folds its Avild, ragged-looking mantle of ice over the neighbouring ravines,
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and bids its avalanches thunder forth an appropriate cradle-song. By its side stand the Piz Toma, 
Blauncaulta, and Eurgallas, bending in unbroken silence over their OAvn reflections in the green lake of 
Tomasce, AAThich lies in a hollow among the mountains, at a height of seven thousand six hundred and 
ninety feet above the sea-leArcl, and is bounded on one side by precipitous rocks and detritus, and on the 
other by green Alpine pastures. I t  is fed by water from the glaciers, which, as it flows forth from it 
again, receives the name of the Bhine or Yorder-Bhein.
T h e  y o u n g  s t r e a m  r u s h e s  n o i s i l y  a n d  i m p e t u o u s l y  a w a y ,  t r y i n g  i t s  n e w - b o r n  s t r e n g t h  o n  t h e  o l d  
p r i m æ v a l  r o c k s  a n d  l o o k i n g  e a g e r l y  f o r  t h e  c o m p a n i o n s  o f  i t s  j o u r n e y ,  w h i c h  l e a p  d o w n  f r o m  a l l  t h e  
n e i g h b o u r i n g  v a l l e y s  t o  m e e t  i t .  I f  w e  c l i m b  t o  t h e  t o p  o f  t h e  B a d u s ,  A v h e n c e  t h e r e  i s  a  Are r y  e x t e n s i v e  
v ieA v, Ave c a n  t r a c e  t h e  c o u r s e  o f  t h e  r i v e r ,  a n d  e v e n  s e e  C h u r ,  t h e  f i r s t  i m p o r t a n t  to A v n  u p o n  i t s  b a n k s .  
The A v h o lc  v a l l e y ,  t h r o u g h  w h i c h  i t  f l o w s  i n  a n  e a s t e r l y  d i r e c t i o n ,  l i e s  o p e n  b e f o r e  u s ,  a s  f a r . a s  t h e  g r e y
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pyramid of the Falkniss at Liechtenstein ; we can see all the various villages which dot the mountain slopes 
on either side, and we can even distinguish the different buildings in Chur. The Bhätikon, a chain of 
mountains of very varied outline in the Prättigau, form the background of the picture, while the fore­
ground, to the south-east, is occupied by the mountains and glaciers which contain the other sources of the 
Bhinc. There are the shining heads of the Medelser and Lugnetzer mountains, overtopped by the 
mountains of the Bheinwald, and we see the Medelser, or Mittel-Bhein, and the voluminous Hintcr-Bhcin 
pouring down from them into the valley of the Vorder-Bhein, which lies before us. The first village we 
reach on our way down from the Badus is one already mentioned—namely, Chiamut, Carnot, or Tschiamut, 
as it is variously called. People are not very particular about names hereabouts, and one often hears even 
the Vorder-Bhcin inaccurately spoken of as the Darvun or Aua da Torna, the two names being used indif­
ferently. Chiamut lies higher than any other village in the upper valley of the Vorder-Bhein, being five 
thousand three hundred and eighty feet above the sea. I t  is very isolated, and by no means beautiful ; all 
that is to be seen being a dozen tumble-down cottages, an old weather-beaten church, rickety stables, herds 
of cattle, and herdsmen. These latter, strange to say, contrive to make the soil yield a certain amount of 
rye, barley, flax, and vegetables every year, in spite of the elevation at which they live. The thick forest 
which formerly covered the heights has now entirely disappeared, without thereby improving the 
appearance of the landscape. Here another of the Bhinc’s many affluents, the Gämmern-Bhein, comes down, 
from the ice-clad Crispait to the north, and joins the Vordcr-Bhein ; and the farther we go down the valley 
the more numerous become the little streams which flow down on all sides from the Oberalpstock and Piz 
Bondadura to join the swelling river, which, after receiving these various additions, is called the 
Tavctscher-Bhcin, a name which it keeps until it reaches Disentis. Here a marked change comes over it, 
and its volume is increased by the junction of the Medelser, which is also improperly called the Mittel- 
Bhein, its first really important tributary, which rushes down from the east side of the Punta Hera. 
Henceforth, as far as Beichcnau, the river is called the Bin Surselva, or Oberland Bhine. The most 
important place in the Bhætian Oberland is Disentis, a town of great antiquity and some historical 
importance. I t  was from Disentis that Christianity was introduced into the surrounding country, and the 
same place was the nursery of agriculture and civilisation. Boads were constructed, and the valley of 
Urseren was brought under cultivation by the people of Disentis. Civic life first took regular form here, 
and Urseren, Tavetsch, and Disentis were the first places to enter into a political and ecclesiastical union.
The neighbourhood was in a very wild state when Sigisbert, a companion of St. Gall and a pupil of 
St. Columbanus, came hither more than twelve hundred years ago, at the time when Victor I. was 
governor of Chur. Sigisbert preached the Gospel to the hunters and herdsmen and other wild inhabitants 
of the forest, and Placidus, a rich man of the neighbourhood, was by him stirred up to found a convent 
on the site of the monk’s hermitage. This, however, was more than the Victor above-mentioned would 
stand, and he went so far as to behead Placidus ; but retribution speedily came upon him, and he was 
drowned in the Bhine ; after which the church and convent were erected according to the original design, 
and a grandson of Victor’s did much to increase the wealth and power of the abbey. Ere long the monks 
held sway over a great part of Bhætia, their revenues were devoted to bringing the Oberland under 
cultivation, and they had branch establishments at Medels, Tavetsch, and Urseren. The German emperors 
made the abbots, who were vassals of the empire, feudal lords of Disentis and the valley of Urseren, and in 
later times even raised them to the rank of princes.
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None of the abbots understood the times in which he lived and the problems to he solved better than 
Peter von Pontaningen, founder of the League of Irons. He will ever remain the most famous abbot 
of the old monastery, while the chief honour and glory of the modern establishment are derived from 
Father Placidus a Specha, a man of great scientific attainments, who, being unfortunately a hundred 
years in advance of his time, met with 110 sympathy from his contemporaries. His discoveries were not „ 
understood, and he himself was hated in consequence. This distinguished naturalist was born at Trons 
in 1752, and was, in his early years, only a humble goat-herd. His life is extremely interesting, his 
views are very clear and hold, and his works are of first-rate excellence. He lived through all the evil 
days which subsequently came upon the abbey during the time of the French revolution, when the quiet 
valleys of the Alps were filled with sounds of war, the poorest cottages were plundered and sacked, and
VAL MBB ELS.
the wealthy convent, with all its valuable antiquities, books, manuscripts, and collections, was reduced to 
ashes. W hat with this catastrophe and the political changes which ensued, the power of the abbey 
was broken for ever, or at all events ceased to be of any importance. In  1846 it was again burnt 
down, and its present inhabitants have very little to do with the affairs of the outside world: even 
their hospitality is no longer needed, as the new hotels in the town supply all that the traveller 
requires.
The scenery around Disentis—or Mustir, as it is called in the Eomansch language—is extremely 
beautiful. The town is situated on a verdant plateau, bordered by terraces which on the one side descend 
to the Rhine, and on the north arc interspersed with wooded slopes, which rise higher and higher until they 
terminate in rugged and precipitous mountain ridges, above which the glaciers of the Oberalpstock are just 
visible. On the opposite side of the river the dark pine-woods are overtopped by the glistening, silvery-
looking Medelser glacier ; and, looking up the valley of the Ehine, we see the mountains rising higher 
and higher one ahove another, until the grand-looking forms of the Crispait and Badus bar all further 
view. Immediately before us there are green meadows, shady woods, ravines, streams, rivulets, cascades 
innumerable, and in the midst a market town, containing churches, chapels, cottages, and some very
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respectable-looking houses, interspersed with gardens and paddocks, all clustered about the base of the 
monastery, a building of imposing appearance situated on an eminence, from whence it calmly and gravely 
surveys the scene below.
We are nearly four thousand feet ahove the sea, and yet we notice many respectable specimens of the 
apple, pear, cherry, and plum, which not only blossom but bear fruit. Eone of the best corn-growing
districts can show finer crops than are produced in this neighbourhood ; and the trees here are often in 
full leaf while the snow is still on the ground at Chur. This strange difference of climate is accounted for 
by the fact that the elevated plateau on which Disentis is situated is open to the Föhn, hut completely 
sheltered from the north wind. The Benedictines could not possibly have found a better site for their 
monastery or for the village, the population of which still numbers more than twelve hundred souls. 
Communication with the rest of the world is maintained by means of the roads which diverge hence in 
several directions. Chur, or Coire, may be reached in thirteen hours, and Amstäg, by way of Tavetsch and 
the Oberalp pass, in eight ; but there is also a path to Amstäg across the Brunni glacier, and another 
which leads over the Kreuzli pass ; then there is the road over the Lukmanier pass leading into the Canton
c n m i u T .
of Ticino, which, since its reconstruction, has become one of the finest roads in the country, whereas all 
the hopes of a Lukmanier railway have come to nought.
The best view of the valley of the Vorder Rhein, as well as of the Val Somvix and Val Models, is 
to be obtained from the summit of the Piz Muraun, which stands opposite the Russeintobel. All the 
wild beauty of these valleys here lies open before us, and we see now for the first time that the situation 
of Disentis is genuinely Alpine, for it is surrounded by a mighty sea of ice. This Piz Muraun is the 
loftiest of the many offshoots of the Medelser chain, which we see rising to the south like a lofty wall of * 
ice, and exhibiting a very broken and irregular outline. The peak nearest to us is the Piz Lavaz ; behind 
it are the Cima Camadra, from which hangs the Medels glacier and the Piz Cristallina ; and behind them 
lies the Canton of Ticino, which is reached by the road through the Val Medels and over the Lukmanier.
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In  the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries this road was so much frequented by merchants that Disentis 
became a sort of commercial emporium, and as many as a dozen villages sprang up in the now deserted 
valley of Medels. Gradually, however, as nothing was done by the convent to keep the road in repair, 
the traffic fell off and reverted to the old routes over the Alps, which had been much improved in the 
meantime. The Lukmanier pass was taken in hand at last, but not until the eighteenth century, when 
the abbey built a couple of hospices. I t  was not until some time later, however, that the bridle path was 
converted into a carriage road, and then it was too late, for there were good roads over the Splügen, Julier, 
Bernardino, and St. Gotthard ; and the Lukmanier, the easiest of the Alpine passes, never again attained 
to much importance, and was, in fact, hardly known except to its nearest neighbours, who crossed it
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annually when they went in procession to Santa Maria. A splendid road has, however, been recently 
constructed, and the Lukmanier pass has at last had tardy justice done it.
Opposite Disentis is the mouth of the Val Medels, a narrow, gloomy ravine, out of which rushes the 
Medelser Bhein, in a series of falls or miniature cataracts. The road into the Val Medels does not lead 
up the ravine, but along its left side, after crossing the Vorder Bhein ; and the first village we come to 
is that of Medels, or Mompamcdels, which lies on a hill to the right, with its church standing out clearly 
and distinctly against a dark background of trees and rocks. The bridle path ascended this hill and then 
descended into the valley, which the new road does not leave until just before it reaches the Lukmanier 
pass. The valley is lonely and dreary-looking, and even in the height of summer it enjoys but little
L U IO IA N IE B  B O A D , V A L  M E D E L S .

sunshine after noontide. Its prevailing hues are grey and green, intermingled with dazzling white, for 
the glaciers are creeping down lower and lower, and the area of the valley is gradually contracting. I t  is 
difficult to understand how the cattle can find sufficient pasture here, when there is hardly room to build 
a cottage ; and it is also difficult to understand how human beings can choose to make their homes in such 
a dismal locality, where there is not a single cheerful sound to be heard, and the silence is broken only 
by the roar of the river as it precipitates itself into some deep ravine, or receives the tempestuous torrent 
which comes thundering down the Cristallina valley to join the Mittel Ehein at Perdatsch. On reaching 
the last-named village we find that we have left the trees behind us ; vegetation is becoming gradually 
poorer and the soil more barren, and the inhabitants, instead of keeping cattle, employ themselves in
r
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collecting the rock crystals for which the Val Cristallina is famous, and from which it derives its name. 
The rest of the scanty population of the Val Medels are herdsmen. They are tall, strong, muscular 
fellows, of a decidedly Romansch type, with black hah- and eyes and brown skins. The women, too, 
have good figures, and are bright and lively.
The road now leads up by a steep ascent to the first hospice, that of St. Joan, which is succeeded 
by that of St. Gall: both are simple refuges and nothing more. A third hospice is passed, and then 
the Rhine, which is so boisterous and impetuous down below, becomes gradually calmer and quieter ; and 
soon we have reached Santa Maria, the highest of the hospices, called Prausak, “ the barren meadow,” 
in the Romansch language. I t  stands in the midst of a stony waste, in a little cauldron-like hollow 
surrounded by precipitous mountains, and is built of blocks of granite, with strong solid walls to protect
it from the frequent avalanches. Travellers accustomed to luxurious hotels will not find it very
comfortable, but fbr such persons it is not intended; and the natives of Ticino and the Grisons, who 
generally make only a short halt here, are not likely to be much disturbed by the dirt and churlishness 
said to prevail within its walls.
The traveller must not expect to understand or he understood by the people here or in the Yal 
Medels, at least not to any great extent, as they speak Eomansch, a language peculiar to themselves, 
which is gradually dying out even in their own canton. There are two principal dialects spoken by some 
forty thousand persons, the smaller half of the population of the Grisons, who are using the German 
language more and more. The Eomansch language is derived from the Latin, for Ehætia was under the 
dominion of the Eomans for five hundred years, and the ancient Ehætian was quite superseded by their own 
tongue. A few roots and some peculiarities of pronunciation are all that the Eomansch has preserved of the 
old native language. Dieffenbach says of it, “  The Eomansch tongue is a harsh-toned, inelegant, and uncul­
tured daughter of a beautiful mother ; though to natives of Northern Europe, whose ear is less sensitive 
and refined, it appears quite soft and musical.” Increased intercourse with the outer world, combined 
with the influence of the schools and the immigration of foreigners, are causing it to fall more and more 
into disuse, hut in the heart of the canton and in the privacy of the home circle it is still the favourite 
language. Newspapers and hooks are still written in Eomansch, and the Eeverend J. Menni, of Samaden, 
who has to preach to his people in this language as well as in German, has made a translation of the whole 
of the New Testament— “  II nouv Testamaint,” as it is called. The following is a specimen of Eomansch 
taken from the second chapter of St. Luke, verses 8—13 : “  Ed in quella contredgia eiran pastuors siin la 
champagna, ils quels faivan guardia da not intuorn lur scossa. E  mera, fin aungel del Segner als comparit, 
e la gloria del Segner splendurit intuorn els ; ed els tmettan fìch. E  l’aungel als dschet : Nun tinè ! 
perche mera, eau’s annunziesch fina granda algrezcha, chi vain ad arriver a tuot il pôvel. Perche hoz ais 
naschieu a vus il Salveder, il quél ais Cristo, il Segner, in la citted da David. E  quaist as saja il signel : 
Vus chatteros fin infaunt fascho, miss in fin preseppen.”
But to resume our journey through the valley of the Vorder Ehein. We turned out of the valley at 
Disentis, and to this place we must now return that we may follow the course of the river as far as Somvix. 
On our way we have to pass over the famous Eusseintobel, a deep ravine whose precipitous sides are clothed 
with fir-trees. A foaming torrent rushes over the loose stones and fragments of rock at the bottom, keeping 
up a perpetual roar. This ravine forms the entrance to the Eussein valleys, which ascend to the Tödi, or 
Piz Eussein, and are known by the general name of Yal Barkuns, or Eusseintobel. The torrent in the 
depth below is the Ehine of Barkuns, which is now crossed by a bridge, whereas formerly travellers were 
obliged to take a very circuitous route if they wanted to reach the other side of the ravine. From the 
bridge there is a good view of the green Ehine valley, the mountains on the opposite side—among which 
is the Piz Muraun already mentioned, and the village of Somvix, which is reached shortly afterwards. This 
village lies at the mouth of the Yal Somvix, which is about as wide as the Yal Medels, and runs nearly up 
to the southern boundary of the canton. In  the Eomansch tongue it is called Yal Tenija or Tenji, 
apparently because it contains a chapel dedicated to St. Anthony. The places in the valley are neither 
numerous nor important, and consist only of clusters of cottages, scattered hamlets, and chapels, and the 
population too is scanty. People have in Act been deterred from settling here by dread of the avalanches, 
a  dread which is only too fully justified, as we may see by a glance at the glaciers and extremely
precipitous mountains by which the valley is surrounded. The whole landscape is of a gloomy character ; 
a very small proportion of the soil is brought under cultivation, and the remainder is covered with thick 
woods, in which bears are still often to be found, as they are also in the Val Medels and other parts of the 
Grisons. Profound silence reigns in the valley, and is broken only by the voice of the Somvixer, or 
Surleival Eliein, as it rushes wildly along its rocky bed. Time has brought few changes to this lonely 
spot, and centuries have passed over its head without leaving any trace of their flight ; even the trees 
seem to be endowed with perpetual youth.
The same cannot, however, be said of the famous sycamore of Trons, or Truns, which stands near 
the chapel of St. Anna, close by the bridge at the entrance of the village, and attracts our attention soon 
after our return to the high road. In  former days, that is when the members of the Grey League came 
hither in 1424 to swear fidelity one to the other, the tree had wide-spreading branches which completely 
overshadowed the chapel, whereas now it is only an old hollow trunk ; and though it still puts out a few 
leaves in the spring time, it cannot be expected to do so many more years. The portico of the chapel 
used to be adorned with ancient paintings representing different incidents in the history of the League, 
but these have now been modernised. The roof is still adorned with texts of Scripture :—
“ I n  lib e rta tem  vocati estis ; “ "In te  sp e rav e ru n t pa tres ,
U b i sp iritu s  D om ini, ib i lib e r ta s .” S p e rav e ru n t e t lib e ra s ti eos.”
“  Y e  a re  ca lled  to  lib e rty  ; “  O ur fa th e rs  h oped  in  T hee,
W h e re  th e  S p ir it of th e  L o rd  is, th e re  is  lib e r ty .”  T hey  tru s te d  in  T hee, an d  T h o u  d id s t de liver th e m .”
Trons is the birthplace of the free constitution of the Grisons, and is a tolerably nice-looking village. 
The fine old buildings of which it consists are most picturesquely situated in an angle formed by the 
Ferrerahach, the Ehine, and the mountains, and are surrounded by a fringe of gardens and orchards, while 
the Tödi, always a beautiful object, stands out prominently in the background. The road from here down 
to Chur winds about a good deal, but those who like really crooked ways and by-paths may gratify their 
taste to the utmost by journeying over the hills and dales, mountains and valleys, which lie to right and 
left of the main road.
I t  is far pleasanter, however, to quit the narrow valley of the Ehine altogether, and to make our way 
along the sunny terraces which traverse the broad back of the Piz Mundaun. These are studded with the 
numerous villages and farms belonging to the district of Obersaxen, whose inhabitants speak German. 
How this colony came here is not very clear ; but there are others similarly circumstanced, as we shall 
find. In  all probability the colonists came from Valais in the thirteenth century, and not only retained 
their liberty but enjoyed the favour of the nobles. They are a strong, intelligent race of men, these 
Upper Saxons, and gain their living by Alpine farming. Their rich pastures extend far up the 
mountains, whereas the corn has to be cut before it is ripe and spread out on frames to dry. The 
principal place in Obersaxen is Meierhof, which is reached in about two hours from Trons, while three 
hours more bring us to Ilanz.
Meierhof is surrounded by clusters of houses, and lies near a rocky gorge which is enlivened by a 
noisy waterfall. The scenery is pleasing, and the view of the snowy mountains opposite is grand as well 
as beautiful. Beyond this the road becomes more lively and the signs of traffic increase. Two passes— 
the Kisten pass and Panix pass—lead hence northward into the Canton of Glarus, whose mountains look 
very tempting in the distance.
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We now return to the main road, which has crossed over to the right bank of the Ehine, and the first 
place we come to is the gloomy little village of Tavanaza, which possesses a certain spring of water, a 
relic of the good old times when the League used to be ratified every year at Trons. I t  was at this 
spring that the deputies used to lay down their arms, unpack their provisions, and eat their breakfasts in 
simple rural fashion. Nowadays there is a grand banquet at some hotel, with the accompaniments of 
champagne and carefully prepared toasts.
As we proceed on our way the relics of ancient times become more numerous—ruined castles appear 
upon the cliffs, and soon Ilanz, formerly the capital of the Upper or Grey League, comes into sight. 
Ilanz, or Glion, as it is called in Eomansch, is the first little town we come to in the Valley of the Ehine,
and lies in the beautiful basin of Gruob or Foppa, where extensive mining operations were at one time 
carried on. The whole district is occupied by green corn-fields, meadows, and groves of fruit trees, and is 
overshadowed by innumerable mountain peaks. The little town spreads out on both sides of the river, 
and looks a much more important place than it really is, for its population numbers only eight hundred. 
Portions of the ancient towers, walls, and gates in the upper town on the right bank of the river are 
still standing ; and the numerous antiquated buildings, adorned with the coats-of-arms of old noble 
families, which here meet the eye, show plainly enough that this is the most ancient part of the town. 
I t  was certainly the most populous ; and, from the castles and ruined strongholds round about, insignificant 
though the remains be for the most part, one gathers that there was rather a superabundance of lordly
w o m e n ’s  GATE, rORCLAS PASS, NEAR ILANZ.
nobles. The castles in this one district of Gruob as mentioned by the chronicle are : on the right side of 
the valley, Mätsch, Eigein, Montalta, Casteiberg, Bruneck, Löwenstein, Grüneck, Gastrisch, Engelberg, 
and Yalendas; and on the left, Löwenberg, Schydberg, Spillberg, Wildenberg, and the ancestral home of 
the famous house of Fronsberg, or Frundsberg.
Far from sympathizing with the poet Matthisson, as he looks at these ruins and laments over the 
past, we for our part rather rejoice in the present, with its liberty and progress and signs of healthy 
development. I f  Ilanz and the neighbouring town of Flims ever recall the past, they must think of the
OBEETnOR, ILANZ.
time when they and Lugnetz belonged to Baron Ulrich W alter von Belmont, and the latter was attacked 
by Count Eudolf von Montfort, who rushed up the Valley of the Ehine, captured Flims, burnt Ilanz, and 
advanced towards Lugnetz, whither Baron W alter had retreated.
W e are reminded of this ruinous invasion by the sight of the narrow pass of Porclas, or Frauenthor 
(Women’s Gate), where the might of this noble incendiary and assassin was broken by the hands of 
women. This old gate is still standing in a narrow defile which leads to one of the terraces of the Piz 
Mundaim, and so by a steep incline down to the river Glenner, which rushes along at the bottom of 
the valley. These slopes are so thickly wooded as to be impassable, and it was equally impossible for the
count to proceed farther along the valley on the opposite side of the river, owing to the ravines and 
woods which there also obstructed his path. Accordingly the greater part of his force proceeded to 
cross the Alpine pastures to St. Carlo, where the men of Lugnetz had assembled to defend themselves, 
with Baron W alter at their head. Another body of men advanced towards Porclas, expecting to find it 
open and undefended ; instead of which all the women and girls of the neighbourhood were assembled 
here to dispute their farther progress. They had barricaded the gate, and had covered the rocks round 
about with heaps of stones and trunks of trees, while they had armed themselves with then1 household 
utensils and field implements. The enemy made a fierce assault, but it was all to no purpose ; the 
brave women stood to their posts, and as the struggle on the heights above had been meanwhile decided
JUNCTION OF THE VORDER RHEIN AND HINTER RHEIN, AT REICHENAU.
in favour of Baron W alter and the men of Lugnetz, the assailants were caught in the rear, and, being 
unable to retreat, were either slain or taken prisoners. A great many nobles perished, and among 
the prisoners was Montfort himself. As for the women of Lugnetz, they were henceforth allowed to 
take precedence of every one else at the Holy Communion, a mark of honour which they still enjoy.
The people here are a remarkably fine race—the men are strong and muscular, and walk with a firm 
hold step, and the women are tall and vivacious-looking ; so that altogether one feels tolerably certain 
they would give any enemy as warm a reception now as they did centuries ago. Both men and women 
have always been noted for their strength of will, determination, diligence, and endurance, as well as for 
then’ remarkably good abilities. They speak German, and are characterized by their fair hair ; this being
especially the case with the good-looking women of the Valserthal, who are further distinguished by 
a gay costume.
When the Germans originally came to these valleys is, as we have already remarked, uncertain, but 
there is a plausible tradition that they were brought hither from Suabia by the Hohenstaufen emperors, 
who were anxious to have the important passes into Italy in safe and faithful keeping.
A t Surcastels, where the river Glenner is joined by the Yriner and Valser Ehein, streams so-called 
which both flow from the foot of the Adula, the valley of Lugnetz divides into two branches and begins 
to ascend, soon reaching an elevation at which Alpine farming is the only profitable occupation. The 
whole valley is extremely picturesque.
Beturning thence to the bridge of Ilanz, we proceed through shady orchards to the pleasant and 
prosperous village of Cästris, and then on through woodland scenery to Valendas, which is situated 
in an open and well-cultivated district. On the slope of a hill, with larch-woods on either side of it, 
stand the ruins of what was once an important castle. I t  is interesting on account of the scene which 
occurred here in 1452.
Baron Heinrich Brun von Bhäzüns had broken the oath he had taken at Trons, and had gone over 
to the Black League, which consisted of the enemies of the people. The Black League was defeated by the 
confederates, and the renegade baron was taken prisoner and at once condemned to death. The executioner 
was on the spot, and the young nobleman’s fate seemed to be irrevocably sealed, when his servant, a 
shrewd, clever fellow, who knew that no genuine Grey Leaguer could withstand the influence of wine, 
addressed the people, saying that his master was quite willing to die as he deserved, but that he wished 
first to spend a pleasant hour in the society of those who had once been his friends, and had therefore 
given orders for a sumptuous feast. There was nothing to be said against this ; and—in short, the good 
humour of the company increased as the wine sank lower and lower in the cask, their resentment gradually 
subsided, they even began to talk of pardon, and their anger, which had never been very deep, soon quite 
died away. The baron kept his head, and took good care to be on the safe side of the hedge for the future.
On leaving Valendas we proceed through a hilly wooded district, and, after passing the villages of 
Versam and Bonaduz, come to Beichenau. Here we rejoin the high road, which runs hither from Ilanz, 
taking in Flims on the way, and thus making a considerable détour. Versam is situated at the mouth 
of the valley of Savienthal, which runs parallel with the valley of Lugnetz, and is watered by the Savien 
Ehein or Babiusa. Standing on the bold bridge which spans the stream at Versam, we see it pouring 
down through a dark crooked gorge to join the Vorder Ehein, which passes through a ravine as gloomy, 
and then, broadening out as its channel becomes less confined, it flows on more calmly and quietly to 
the open country about Beichenau. Up to this point as many as sixty tributaries of all sorts and sizes 
have joined the river, and people have been so undecided and uncertain what name to call it by, that 
various prefixes have been adopted. A t Beichenau, however, it receives its most considerable affluent, 
the Hinter Ehein, which is quite a large river, and henceforth it is called the Blnne, a name which it 
keeps throughout the whole of its subsequent course until it reaches the Vorth Sea.
Most people have seen views of Beichenau, with its grand-looking château and the fine bridge over 
the river ; and every one knows that at the beginning of the present century the chateau was converted 
into a school-house, and that one of the teachers, who went by the name of Maître Chabaut, was no other 
than Louis Philippe, afterwards King of the French, who remained here discharging the duties of an
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usher for some months. This incident reminds one of the other Keichenau on Lake Constance, which 
another aspirant to the French throne, Napoleon II I ., had daily before his eyes while he cherished his 
youthful aspirations in the safe retreat of Arencnberg. The beautiful gardens which surround the 
chateau of which we are at present speaking seem doubly delightful after the woods and wildernesses 
of the Upper Ehine valleys, and they afford us a good view of the confluence of the two Ehines. The 
Hinter Ehein is of a dark colour, often almost black, and its junction with the lighter-hued Vorder Ehein 
is marked by a succession of dismal-looking whirlpools ; but in a very short time the two rivers become so 
completely one that it is impossible to distinguish between them. A t a previous point in its course the 
Vorder Ehein was, as we have seen, joined by the Mittel or Middle Ehine ; and now the three flow on 
harmoniously together, an apt symbol of the three ancient Leagues which now constitute the one canton of 
Graubünden, or the Grisons.
“ And if reluctantly the eyes resign 
Their cherished gaze upon thee, lovely Ehine,
’Tis with the thankful glance of parting praise.
More mighty spots may rise, more glaring shine,
But none imito in one attaching maze
The brilliant, fair, and soft—the glories of old days,
“ The negligently grand, the fruitful bloom 
Of coming ripeness, the white city’s sheen,
The rolling stream, the precipice’s gloom,
The forest’s growth, and Gothic walls between,
The wild rocks shaped as they had turrets been,
In mockery of man’s art.”
C h i l d e  H a b o l d .
CHUR AND ITS NEIGHBOURHOOD.
“ Above, the frequent feudal towers
Through green leaves lift their walls of grey,
And many a rock which steeply lours,
And noble arch in proud decay,
Look o’er this vale of vintage bowers.
*  *  #  i f  i f
“ The river nobly foams and flows,
The charm of this enchanted ground,
And all its thousand turns disclose 
Some fresher beauty varying round.”
C h il d e  H a r o l d .
HE town of Chur, or Coire, ought to be seen on a bright summer day, when the neigh­
bouring mountains have donned then festal array and are all ablaze with golden light, 
when the steep sides of the Calanda wear their richest colouring, and the whole valley 
is decked in brilliant hues of green and gold. A t such times as these the scene is 
exquisitely beautiful, and there is an indefinable something about both town and country 
which reminds one of the south and Italy. The very lines and forms of the mountains 
recall the ideal features of the scenery about Eome—the “ classic ” scenery, as artists call it, which 
they esteem so highly.
Probably the old Komans thought it bore some resemblance to Italy, for they came hither more than 
eighteen hundred years ago, and established themselves on the cliff which projects from the Mittenberg 
into the valley of the Plessur. This settlement afterwards developed into the Curia Bhætorum of the 
later empire. I t  was not the charm of the surrounding scenery, however, which attracted the Eomans— 
they were far too stern and cold to indulge in enthusiastic admiration of the beauties of nature ; but they 
were very practical, and their keen eyes had soon discovered that the position was of great strategical 
importance, and that any fortress erected there might be extremely useful as a check upon Germany, since 
it would be situated midway between Italy and their old and new conquests on the Bhine and Lake 
Constance. Moreover, the place was close to the important roads over the Alps, and was already a natural
CASTLE OF BIIAEZTJEXS.
stronghold, as the wild river Plessur, whose bed was wider then than it is now, flowed close up to the foot 
of the cliff. Accordingly a Boman castle soon arose on the spot, Eoman colonists came and settled here 
permanently, and brought with them not only Eoman civilisation but a new language. The colony rose 
speedily to importance : præfects were appointed, a court of justice was established—and from this, the 
“  Curia,” the present name of the town is said to be derived. Some people, indeed, are of opinion that the 
name owes its origin to two towers, Marsoila and Spinoila, now utterly ruined, but conjectured to be 
Eoman, which they believe to have been originally called M a r s  in  ocalis and S p in a  in  oculis ;  but this 
derivation seems to be very far-fetched.
W hat information we have respecting the ancient history of the town is for the most part obscure and
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traditionary. After the decline of the Bomans it fell into the hands of the Ostrogoths, whose king, 
Theodorich, appointed a D u x  R h cetoru m  to govern the whole province. The Ostrogoths were succeeded 
by the Franks, who introduced the new laws and regulations of Charles the Great ; hut the town was now 
governed by bishops. Christianity had of course been introduced long since, and though St. Lucius, who 
is said to have been put to death here for his faith, is a somewhat legendary personage, it is quite certain 
that throughout the revolutionary period—as early, in fact, as the fourth century—the affairs of the people 
were managed by bishops, whose influence became yet greater in the fifth century, especially during the 
episcopacy of Yalentinianus. At first they simply managed matters, hut subsequently they mismanaged
VILLAGE OF THUSIS AKT) MOUTH OF THE VIA MALA.
them to a great extent. Under the Frankish form of government the bishops became temporal lords of 
the town, which, though previously independent, soon began to lose its liberties one after the other.
The bishop allowed no one to cross the bridges or pass through the streets without paying a toll, and 
claimed not only his tithes, but all the custom-house dues. All the rates and taxes were paid to him, 
moreover, and he took the administration of justice entirely into his own hands.
This state of things lasted for some five hundred years ; after which Chur awoke from her slumbers, 
and becoming gradually conscious of the dawn which was then breaking over the rest of Switzerland, 
tried very humbly and modestly to lift up her head and be a little more independent. The bishop,
5 X
however, opposed her with all his might and main, and even proceeded so far as to lay the town under 
an interdict. But his fulminations produced an effect quite contrary to that which he had expected. 
The townspeople retorted by besieging the episcopal palace, and at the end of three days the bishop 
found himself obliged to capitulate and make certain concessions which were hut the thin end of the 
wedge, and were speedily followed by others of a more important character.
In  1464 the town suffered greatly from a terrible fire which consumed the chief part of it, and the 
Emperor compassionately bestowed upon it all the rights of an imperial free town. A quarter of a 
century later it was emancipated from the bishop’s jurisdiction on payment of an indemnity, and then
RUINS OF THE CASTLE OF HOHEN-RHÆTIEN.
began its season of prosperity. Order was speedily restored, and in 1544 the Reformed religion was 
established here by Johannes Commander ; soon after which the first public school was opened.
The history of the following centimes is of a less cheerful character, and consists only oi a record 
of deeds of violence, scenes of torture, executions, party strifes, religious hatred, persecutions, and foreign 
interference. In  spite of all this, however, the town has continued to improve both within and without, 
and before long we may expect it to assume much grander proportions. The town is situated on a slope, 
having lofty mountains on one side of it and the valley of the Bhine on the other. I t  is almost entirely 
shielded from the north wind by the Mittenberg and adjacent hills ; but it lies open to the south, and 
accordingly the surrounding slopes are covered with vines, introduced probably by the Romans, which 
yield wine such as old Father Rhine himself need not be ashamed to own. The landscape is enlivened by 
the river Plessur, which, after doing much damage to the town for centuries, has now at length been
brought under proper control. The mountain to the left is the Pizokel, which may have been P i s  in  oculis  
originally, inasmuch as it acts as a parasol to the town in the winter time. Chur has often been compared 
with Innsbruck, and there may be some general resemblance between the two ; but the scenery about 
Chur is grander, while Innsbruck is a far more pleasant and attractive town than Chur. The latter, 
indeed, has been very slow to assume the aspect and dimensions of a town, in spite of the fact that 
it has suffered much from fire at different times, and has none of the old fortifications which have proved 
so great a hindrance to the development of other places ; in fact, it is only quite recently that Chur has
HOUSES IN  ZILLIS.
possessed any buildings at all worthy of the position it holds as capital of the canton ; but these are now 
springing up in all directions, and the town is spreading rapidly.
The old part of Chur seems to have been built without any plan, and contains 110 regular street : it 
consists of crooked lanes and alleys, all of which are narrow and confined and very ill-paved ; and yet the 
town has always been prosperous and well-to-do. Perhaps the fault rests with those who laid it out in 
the first instance. I t  is built in the form of a triangle, of which the “ Hof,” or Court, is the apex, and the 
Graben-promenade the base. The principal thoroughfares arc the Obere-gasse and Eeichs-gasse, which run 
into the St. Martinsplatz. Chur was formerly divided into three parts : the village of Chur, which extended 
from the St. Martinsplatz to the Lukmanier Hotel ; the Königshof, or Court ; and the Borough, which con­
tained the two Koman towers already mentioned and two churches. Modern Chur is divided only into 
the Court and the Town, of Avhich the former is certainly the best worth seeing. The prince-bishop used to
reside within the precincts of the Court, where his palace, as well as the beautiful cathedral and Roman 
Catholic cemetery, are still to be seen. Here also stands the cantonal school, one of the best educational 
establishments in Switzerland.
The environs of the town are made pleasant by numerous gardens and magnificent fruit-trees, and if 
the townspeople grow weary of their narrow streets, and dissatisfied with the Malanser, Jeninser, and 
Herrschäftler wines afforded by such favourite restaurants as the “ Rothe Löwe ” and “ Süsze W inkel,” 
they can go out to the “ Rosenhügel,” at the foot of the Pizokel, and watch the Rhine as it flows past the
VILLAGE OF SPLUEGEN.
heights of the Calanda, or look at the rivers Plessur and Landquart, while they drink their bottle of good 
old Valtellina and enjoy the peaceful sunshine in which Ems, Felsberg, Haldenstein, and the “ Five 
Villages ” lie bathed below. On Sundays almost the whole population is to be found either at the 
“ Rosenhiigel ” or the “ Lürlibad,” while those Avho are young and active climb up to the chapel of 
St. Lucius, which is situated on the slopes of the Mittenberg.
I f  we were to attempt any description of the many longer and shorter excursions which may be 
made in the immediate neighbourhood of Chur, such as those to Passug, to the Känzli, the ravine
of Scalära, to Trim mis and Schwarzwald, wo should find ourselves in the position of the traveller at the 
good hotel Steinhock, who, after scanning the long hill of fare, and being somewhat puzzled by the 
mixture of Italian and German dishes, ends by pronouncing them all extremely good. We must, however, 
just mention the “ Maien- 
sässe,” on the Pizokel, as it 
is a particularly favourite 
resort of the people of 
Chur, and affords them a 
great deal of enjoyment in 
that most poetical season of 
the year, the early spring.
One great charm of the 
neighbourhood of Chur is 
the combination of Italian 
and German characteristics 
which one there enjoys— 
atmosphere, light, forms, 
and colouring all seeming 
to belong to both countries.
There is a primitive, vi­
gorous, healthful look too 
about everything, and this, 
with the historical remi­
niscences and old traditions 
connected with the place, 
constitutes an additional 
charm.
But we must not linger 
longer in the immediate 
neighbourhood of Chur, for 
summer is on the wane, 
and Ave have still to visit 
the A'alley of the Hinter 
Rhein.
The interesting but ill- 
famed village of Felsberg,
°  0 7  FALLS OF THE RHINE, ROFFLA GORGE.
formerly knoAvn as Wälsch-
bcrg, is th e . first place avc pass on the right of the road. I t  is extraordinary that people can cling so 
obstinately to a place which threatens them with hourly destruction. Masses of dolomite and limestone 
may at any moment fall doAvn from the Calanda, for the mountain is always crumbling, and is constantly 
sending heaps of rubbish down into the A'alley. Hot unfrequcntly the crash of the falling fragments
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is heard as far as Chur, and the whole place is enveloped in a cloud of dust. The gseat mound of 
débris, which gradually increased in size until at last it towered over Alt-Felsberg, became at length so 
dangerous that, about thirty years ago, the inhabitants were obliged to move a little farther off and 
build themselves new houses. The situation is certainly not adapted for nervous subjects ; but use 
is everything, as those who reside in the neighbourhood of volcanoes have discovered ; and dangers which 
are chronic very soon come to be despised.
The beautiful Calanda is Chur’s weather prophet, and possesses many other good qualities besides, 
as he showed when, some time ago, people took to digging in him for gold, and were actually rewarded
VILLAGE OF HINTER RHEIN.
for their exertions. The Golden Sun, as the mine was called, has no doubt been worked out and 
abandoned by this time. I f  the mountain be an interesting study to the geologist, those who love history, 
tradition, and poetry will find something a little farther along the road which will be, to them at least, 
equally interesting. The first object which attracts attention is, not the village of Ehäzuns, which is just 
like any other, but the Castle of Ehäzuns, which stands perched on an isolated rock, and confronts us 
just before we reach the village. Its mediæval walls and turrets still remain, and look down upon us 
from a dark background of forest ; but what we see in this v-ay is only the weather-beaten shell of the 
building, the inner part of which belongs to very ancient times, and, indeed, is said to have been founded
by no other than the fabulous Etruscan prince Bhcetus, who intended it to be the chief fortress of 
“  Bhætia Ima.” Until the fifteenth century it belonged to the Barons Brun ; then it came into the possession 
of the Counts von Zollern, and then into the hands of Austria, who bestowed it on the families of 
. Yon Manuels, Planta, and Travers in succession. Later on, Austria sent some of her own people here, 
and they remained until the end of the last century, when the castle again changed hands and became 
the property first of Bavaria and then of France. Even then its vicissitudes were not over, for again 
it fell into the hands of Austria, who kept it until it was formally ceded to the Grisons at the Vienna
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Congress. The canton, not knowing what to do with it if it was retained as state property, finally sold it, 
and its present occupants are private persons.
Both history and tradition have a great deal to say about the castle ; and the garrulous echo whom 
visitors delight to wake might also tell us something worth hearing, no doubt. The view from here 
is lovely. Below flows the Bhine, and on the opposite side of the river we have gently swelling meadows, 
the wooded slopes of the Heinzenberg, church spires rising from amid groves of fruit-trees, brown villages 
dotting the green sward, numerous castles crowning the various eminences, while far off, where the 
valley of Domlcschg terminates, the horizon is bathed in soft blue haze. Imagine the entire land­
scape basking in the golden glow of an almost southern sun, and some idea of its wonderful beauty 
may be conceived. We should linger too long were we to repeat all the many legends attaching
to the various ruins of Paspel, Sins, Zeusenberg, Canova, Kietberg, Almens, Fiirstcnberg, or Campcl, 
and they bear a good deal of family resemblance to the stories current in other places, dealing as they do 
with hidden treasures, lurking dragons, oppression followed by vengeance and bloodshed, evil spirits, 
and noble damsels in distress.
The most interesting of all these ruins is that of the Castle of Hohen-Kliätien, near Thusis, which 
stands near the pilgrimage chapel of St. John, on a steep cliff overlooking the Bhine, just at the entrance 
of the ravine known as the Verlorenes Loch. Hohen-Bhätien, or Hoch-Bcalta, which was so called 
in allusion to the Bipa Alta, or eminence on which it is situated, gathers up into itself, as in a focus, 
all the legendary lore of the Grisons, whose inhabitants trace then’ descent from the ancient Etruscans 
or Tuscans. Long before the commencement of our era these Etruscans are said to have been driven 
from North Italy by the Gauls, and to have been led to these Alpine valleys by their prince, Bliætus. 
Here they settled and took root, building castles and strongholds, among which Bhäzüns, Hohen-Bhätien, 
and Thusis, Tuscia, or Tosana, are especially worthy of mention.
The Castle of Hohen-Bhätien commanded the entire valley, and was, from its position and great 
strength, the most important in the province. I t  was inhabited down to about 1450, but afterwards 
shared the fate of many another stronghold, and was pulled down by the enraged Graubündners (Grey 
Leaguers) in the course of the struggle which took place between them and their petty tyrants.
Many tales are told of those days : how, for instance, the impudent H err von Fardün one day insulted 
a vassal named Chaldar hy spitting in his dish of broth, and how Chaldar held his master’s head in 
the hot liquid with a grasp of iron until he had eaten it up, and then with the help of his comrades 
destroyed his castle; how, again, the wanton lordling, Von Bärenburg, made his vassals eat out of the 
same trough with the pigs, and how, after the capture of his castle, the people revenged themselves 
by treating him with similar insult. Buono, the last lord of Hohen-Bhätien, had for a long time 
grievously oppressed his vassals, and when at length he fell into their hands they treated him with 
so little mercy that, as the only way of escaping, he mounted his horse and leapt over the walls into 
the Bhine. In  punishment of his misdeeds he still rides every night along the banks of the river, clad in 
black armour, and scattering sparks about him as he goes. The castle possesses now but few remains of 
its former beauty, and of its four towers only one solitary one is left, and that is in ruins. But the view 
of the lovely Alpine valley of Domleschg, which opens out before us as we advance along the road from 
Ivatzis, is still as fresh and beautiful as ever. There before us stand the Church of Masein, the Castle of 
Tagstein, while the Biz Beverin towers aloft in the distance, and the Biz Curvêr and Muttner Berg show 
themselves in the neighbourhood of the gorge of the Via Mala, and over the valley of the Albula 
rise the shining heights of Oberhalbstein. In  fact, we are surrounded by mountains ; and, besides those 
already mentioned, we have views of the Stätzerhorn and Bergiiner mountains, and can still catch a 
glimpse of the Calanda.
The landscape is constantly changing, but always glorious, and after passing through a succession of 
woods and meadows we at length reach Thusis, which lies between the Bhine and the Holla, at the foot 
of a bare precipitous cliff at the entrance of the Via Mala. Thusis is a rather imposing-looking place, 
almost worthy to be called a town, and its inhabitants speak German. After the great fire of 1845, 
previous to which it had already been burnt down four times, it arose from its ashes in renewed beauty. 
Now that the street is made wider, and the houses are less crowded together, there is somewhat less risk
T H E  V IA  M A LA .

of fire ; but it is still exposed to great danger from the floods of the Khine and IST olla, which recur 
regularly every spring-time. In  fact, the chronicles of Thusis, like those of the Khine valleys in general,
KHEINWALD GLACIEIt AND SOURCE OF THE HINTER RHEIN.
are a mere record of disasters, and when we turn to its political history things are not much better. 
There is one very dark page which tells of the reign of terror in 1018, when the French and Venetian
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ambassadors took up their abode in Thusis, finding it well adapted for their cruel purpose, and proceeded 
to take bloody and barbarous vengeance on the Boman Catholics. All the laws and customs of the country 
were set at defiance ; as for moderation, or even common humanity, they seemed to be qualities utterly 
unknown to the persecutors, and no lighter sentence than that of torture and death was ever passed 
upon the unfortunate victims. Whole families, and even whole communes and jurisdictions, were 
condemned at once. Those were evil times ; and what with Spain, France, and Austria, who each 
and all claimed them by turns, the wretched people no longer knew to whom they owed allegiance.
PEASANTS, VALLEY OF HINTER RHEIN.
Meanwhile, they managed to subsist on such gains as they could make out of the traffic between Italy 
and Germany ; which, indeed, constitutes their chief occupation at the present day, though the road over the 
Spliigen is not so important now as it was before the opening of the railways over the Brenner and through 
Mont Cenis. In  winter a good many waggons pass this way, laden with casks of wine—for Tliusis 
is famous for the well-known Valtellina ; and in summer there are as many as ten diligences coming 
and going daily, besides numerous travelling carriages, for there is no decrease whatever in the number 
of travellers annually attracted hither by the awful beauty of the Via Mala.
Crossing the beautiful arched bridge over the Kolia, we find ourselves immediately at the mouth of the 
Verlorenes Loch or Trou Perdu, the portal of which is guarded on the one side by the perpendicular 
cliff and castle of Hohen-Bhuticn, and on the other by the cliff of Crappteig. The Hinter Bhein rushes 
out from this defile, and the road, the beautiful Via Mala, runs into it on its way to the plains of Italy. 
A great deal has been written about the Via Mala, and every one has seen sketches and pictures of it, 
especially of that part known as the Verlorenes Loch, which is a favourite subject with artists. In  some 
parts it looks extremely dangerous, hut it is not so bad in reality. In  one place the road seems to he 
entirely blocked up by a projecting buttress of rock ; hut on a nearer approach we find that this has been 
pierced by a tunnel or gallery, and the road carried safely through it. I t  is this gallery which is usually, 
though wrongly, called the Verlorenes Loch; in point of fact, the name belongs to the whole defile between
INN AND LAKE ON THE BERNARDINO.
Thusis and Eongella, a little village lying in a small basin between grey slate cliffs, along which the 
present road has been carried by the daring skill of Signor Poccobelli. I t  runs along in a sort of notch 
blasted in the side of the mountain, at a height of three hundred or more feet above the river which 
roars below. On reaching the second bridge the traveller finds- himself in the midst of a very imposing 
scene, and confronted by nature in one of her wildest moods ; though there is nothing really terrible 
about the road, unless one happens to be travelling along it alone in stormy weather, or when the water 
has risen to within a few feet of the arch of the bridge, as it did in 1834. A t all other times one is struck 
chiefly by its grandeur and beauty, for the 11 dangerous narrow chasm,” as it was called even as late as 
1G72, has been divested of nearly all its perils.
We now reach the village of Zillis, which was connected with Eongella in 1470 by a road which 
ran along the course of the Kolia at a considerable elevation, crossed the Schamser Alps, and descended into
the valley at Sufers. Zillis lies in the valley of Scliams, which forms a sort of connecting link between the 
soft beauty of the valley of Domleschg and the wilder and more sublime scenery of the Rheinwald. We 
are now some three thousand feet above the level of the sea ; but vegetation is still vigorous and luxuriant, 
and the soil is alluvial—a fact which indicates that the valley was once occupied by a lake some six miles 
in length. I t  now contains several ruined castles and several villages, large and small, most of the houses 
being roofed with stone. Zillis is well known for its old church, and the strange paintings which adorn 
its wooden roof are said to date from the time of the Crusades. The church itself is associated in one’s 
mind with the Emperor Otto I., and the terrible incursions of the Saracens employed by Berengarius of 
Ivrea to hold the mountain passes against Germany. Otto I. gave the Church of Zillis—Ciraun in 
Romansch—to the Bishop of Chur, to indemnify him for the ravages of the Saracens. Opposite Zillis, 
on the left bank of the Rhine, lies the village of Donat, above which rise the ruins of the Castle of Fard i'm,
TILLAGE OF SAX BEKXAXDIXO.
famous for the story of the scalding broth mentioned above, which cost the castellan his life, Hext come 
the large village of Andeer and the farm of Bärenburg, with the remains of a castle which formerly guarded 
the mouth of the Rolla ravine. This gorge bears some resemblance to that of the Via Mala, and, indeed, 
used formerly to be called the Inner Via Mala, that of Thusis being known as the Outer Via Mala. 
The rocks here, however, are of a different character, and there is nothing equal to the wild fantastic 
scenery of the Verlorenes Loch. The Averser Rhein comes pouring into the gorge through a dark 
opening in the rocks, and plunges headlong down into the roaring Hinter Rhein. Even in the height of 
summer the water is perpetually boiling and foaming ; and in the spring when the snow is melting, or 
after a violent storm, the struggle of the two rivers, as they lash themselves in fury against the porphyry 
and granite walls of their narrow prison, must be something truly tremendous and awful.
Above the Rofla begins the last of the three basins into which the valley of the Hinter Rhein is divided,
that, namely, of the Rhcinwald, which is nearly five thousand feet above the sea. The “  wald,” or forest, 
has now been banished to the mountains ; hut it was probably not from this that the valley took its name, 
as in Romansch it is called Val da Rin. I t  contains the villages of Spliigen, Medels, Ehi, Rufenen, and 
Hinterrhein, and its wealth consists in meadows and pasture lands. Its inhabitants are German, and are 
said to have been planted here close to the pass by the Hohenstaufen. This is the southernmost limit 
reached by the German language and German race, as well as by the Reformed Church, for on the other
EUINS OF THE CASTLE OF MESOCCO.
side of the mountains the people and language are Italian, and the religion is Roman Catholic. The 
people of the valley enjoyed the special protection of the German kings in former days, and in return 
guarded the mountain passes for them. They are spoken of in documents of the thirteenth century as 
“  free German people.” When the league was made under the sycamore at Trons, they, the “  free men of 
the Rhyn,” were present with the rest.
The roads over the Spliigen and Bernardino have been a great source of profit to them, and the pretty
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village of Spliigen, in particular, is much enlivened by the constant passage of merchandise and travellers. 
Splügen contains a good many decent buildings, and lies very near the ice-clad mountains, among which 
the beautiful Tambolihorn rises conspicuous in the south. Here the road divides ; hut both branches will 
take us into Italy, the one over the Spliigen and the other over the Bernardino leading to Chiavenna 
and Bellinzona respectively.
The Spliigen pass was formerly called Urseler or Colmo d’Orso, which seems to point to its having been
at one time haunted by bears. A t the highest point stood a watch-tower, specu la , from which Speluga
\
and the Bomansch Spliigia have probably been derived.
Passing by Medels and Hufenen, we reach Hinter Bhein, the last village in the valley, in about two 
hours. I t  is a very small place inhabited by herdsmen, and lies almost at the foot of the huge glacier 
which culminates in the Bheinwaldhorn or Piz Valrhein, eleven thousand feet high, and is flanked by the
PEASANTS OF THE VALLEY OF MOESA.
peaks of the Giiferhorn, Marschalhorn, Zapporthorn, Hochberghorn, Schwarzhorn, and St. Lorenzhorn. The 
whole beautiful group, extending from Hufenen to Monte Generoso, are together known as the Vogelberg 
or Adula Mountains, called Mons Avium by the Bomans, and Piz d’Hccello by the Italians.
The ice-palace from which the Hinter Bhein here issues forth is most majestic and beautiful, and 
much grander than the cradle of the Vorder Bhein. The stream, which is from the first of considerable 
size, rises in a vault of ice, near which the Bomans built a temple to the nymphs. In later times, when 
Christianity had penetrated to these regions, a little chapel was erected here in. honour of St. Peter, and 
soon became famous far and wide. Hear the chapel there was also a hospice for the accommodation of those 
who crossed the Bernardino ; it was afterwards occupied by hermit brothers, but was so completely 
destroyed at the Beformation that nothing was left of it but one little bell which still hangs in the belfry 
at Hinter Bhein. Making our way back to the last-named little village, we begin the steep ascent to the
pass of St. Bernardino, which was known to the ancient Romans, and has long heen a rival of the Spliigen, 
though it can no more equal the latter in importance than the Spliigen can equal the St. Gotthard. Still 
the Bernardino road is grand, even sublime, and takes us through some mountain scenery of a solemnly 
magnificent character. In  a couple of hours we reach the summit of the pass, where there is a very 
respectable mountain inn by the side of the lake. Other tiny lakelets and pools lie scattered about 
close by, and from them issue the streams which constitute the sources of the Moësa. This river runs 
through the beautiful Yal Mesocco and eventually joins the Ticino. I t  rushes down from the mountains 
with much impetuosity, forming numerous cascades as it leaps and dashes over the rocks, and is spanned 
by several bold bridges. The road winds serpent-like along its margin and brings us to our next 
halting-place, the little village and baths of St. Bernardino, where the valley expands a little and the
ltOVEREDO.
Moësa is augmented by the waters of the Yal Yignone. I t  is a very quiet world-secluded spot, sheltered 
from the rude north winds by the ice-clad mountains which tower above it, and lying open to all the 
genial influences of the soft southern breezes.
The traveller feels at once that he is entering upon another world : lie is surrounded by people of 
a different character from those he has left behind him, he hears Italian spoken on all sides, and everything 
he sees reminds him that he is in a Roman Catholic country. The influence of St. Carlo Borromeo, 
the famous and energetic Bishop of Milan, extended even to this remote place, and by him the tide of 
the Reformation, which had advanced hither from the north, was effectually checked and turned hack. 
Already we feel that we are in Italy, the land of the olive and myrtle, for the sunshine is Italian in its 
fervour, and both the features of the landscape and its colouring are unmistakably Italian too. A t Soazza
we see the first chestnut trees, and just below the beautiful cascade of Buffalora (one of severa,, which 
enliven the valley) the vine begins to be cultivated, chestnuts become more abundant, and soon our 
attention is caught by the light green foliage of the mulberry and fig tree. A t every step we take, the 
flowers, plants, and creepers which clothe the sides of the valley become more southern in their character, 
and the people whom we see standing at the doors of their houses are decidedly Italian in manner and 
feature. They arc Italian, in fact; and, whether it he that they are more easily satisfied than their 
neighbours in the other valleys of the Grisons, certain it is that they are never so well off and 
prosperous. They generally leave Hature and the women to look after the fields and gardens as best they
FALLEN BOCKS AT MAKMOBERA.
may, while they themselves, like the Ticinesi, go abroad and earn their living at small trades and handi­
crafts. This, at least, is what many of them do, and the number of emigrants every year is considerable.
In  many parts of the Grisons, and also on the Splügen road, at certain seasons of the year one meets 
with numbers of men and women of a very different type from these. They are distinguished for their 
honesty, industry, and good looks, and arc commonly called Veltliners ; for they come from the Val Tellina, 
the beautiful valleys of the Adda and Moira, where the vine grows in luxuriant perfection. During the 
summer months they migrate to the northern side of the Alps, and hire themselves out as harvest 
labourers. They combine all the cleverness and vigour of the Graubündners with the natural grace
and other characteristics of the Italians ; and they possess the additional merit of wearing a particularly 
charming and tasteful costume.
The gem of the Mesocco valley is the ancient Castle of Mesocco, which, indeed, is the most picturesque 
ruin in all Switzerland. I t  stands almost in the centre of the valley, over which it once held sway, and 
in spite of its antiquity, its four fine towers and strongly built walls are still in a very fair state of 
preservation. Its name in former times was Monsax, and it was the ancestral seat of the Counts of Sax, 
who fought in the Hungarian wars. I t  is frequently mentioned in the history of the Grisons, for its 
influence extended as far as Northern Bhætia, and Hans von Sax was one of those who helped to frame 
the Grey League of 1424. The last of the race, being in want of money, sold the castle and its lands 
to the Lombard family of Trivulzio, who retained it for about a hundred years, after which, in 1526, it 
was destroyed by order of the Three Leagues. The place has some connection with Boveredo, the capital 
of the lower part of the valley, where stand the ruins of a palace which remind us of the last owners 
of the castle. This Boveredo must not be confounded with the one in the Tyrol, which we pass in 
the railway going from Bozen to Verona ; and that is all we can say about it at the present time, for 
we must not allow ourselves to be overcome by the fascinations of the south, as we cannot bring our 
Swiss tour to an end without seeing what is to be seen on the other side of Chiavenna. where lies the 
Engadine.
“ Far to the right, where Apennine ascends,
Bright as the summer, Italy extends ;
Its uplands sloping deck the mountain-side,
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ;
While oft some temple’s mouldering tops between 
With venerable grandeur mark the scene.
Could Nature’s bounty satisfy .the breast,
The sons of Italy were surely blest.
Whatever fruits in different climes are found,
That proudly rise or humbly court the ground ;
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear,
Whose bright succession decks the varied year ;
Whatever sweets salute the northern sky 
With vernal lives that blossom but to die ;
These here disporting, own the kindred soil,
Nor ask luxuriance from the planter’s toil ;
While sea-born gales their gelid wings expand 
To winnow fragrance round the smiling land.”
G o l d s m i t h .
THROUGH THE ENGADINE,
“ Turn we to survey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race display,
Where the bleak Swiss their stormy mansion tread,
And force a churlish soil for scanty bread :
No product hero the barren hills afford,
But man and steel, the soldier and his sword ;
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array,
But winter lingering chills the lap of May.”
G o l d s m i t h .
F, on some bright summer day, when the tourist season is just beginning, one could 
emulate the eagle’s flight and hover awhile over the Bernina Mountains, taking a 
bird’s-eye view of the country below, we should see that it is a valley, and that it 
extends from the plateau of the Maloja in the south-west, to the pass of Martinsbruck - 
Finstermünz on the Tyrolese frontier in the north-east ; and more than this, wo should 
see foreigners of all nations pouring into the valley on all sides, through all its various inlets, 
some in travelling carriages and diligences, some on foot with only a staff in their hand, some 
accompanied by large trunks and heaps of luggage, and others having with them nothing but a knapsack. 
This valley is the Engadinc, and there are as many as seven fine roads which all lead into it. Travellers
from the north who have halted at Chur may choose between the J'ulier and Albula pass * and, further 
still, have the option of reaching Tiefenkasten either by way of Churwalden or by Thusis and the 
magnificent Schyn pass. Arrived at Tiefenkasten, they may take the western road through the valley 
of Oberhalbstein and over the Julier pass, which will bring them to Silva Plana in the Upper Engadine, 
or they may take the road to the east, which will lead them over the Albula pass to Ponte. Those who 
are not in a hurry, and would like to begin by visiting the green meadows of Prättigau and part of 
the Lower Engadine, had better go through Landquart and Davos, and across the Flücla pass, unless 
they too prefer following the new road along the river as far as Tiefenkasten. Tourists from the plains 
of Lombardy will enter the Engadine either by Chiavenna, the Val Bregaglia and the Maloja pass,
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or they will pass through Tirano in the valley of the Adda, and then proceed by way of Poschiavo 
and the Bernina pass, which will bring them to Samaden.
As if these were not enough, there are besides two approaches from the Tyrol, one through the 
pass near Xauders, which leads into the Lower Engadine, the other leading from Heran to the Münsterthal 
and Zernetz in the Middle Engadine. In  addition to these there are a number of other passes, mere 
footpaths, and practicable only for the pedestrian. In  fact, it is only within the last thirty years 
or so that there have been any carriage roads leading into the valley of the Inn ; but during this time 
the energetic Graubündners have done wonders in the way of blasting, digging, levelling, and con­
structing, and all the post roads are works of a most masterly character. Those who made them knew 
perfectly well what they were about, though they thought less of their own convenience than of making 
the way easy for foreigners, who at once recognised the beauty of the Engadine and the healing v ir t u e  of 
its springs, and soon became a source of great profit to the valley. Since that time the baths of St. Moritz 
and Tarasp Schuls have become a sort of Mecca and Medina to invalids, while the rest of the Engadine is a
perfect El Dorado for mountaineers and lovers of beautiful scenery ; in fact, the Engadine has become 
decidedly fashionable. And why ?
The question is speedily answered so far as the invalids are concerned, for the signal cures wrought by 
the chalybeate waters are matter of world-wide notoriety. I t  is rather more difficult to say why the 
number of ordinary tourists should increase year by year as steadily as it does ; for the Bernese Oberland 
is decidedly more beautiful, with its mighty mountains and tremendous abysses, striking precipices, 
magnificent waterfalls, charming villages, fine buildings, and lovely lake scenery. I t  possesses, too, 
much greater variety, and is more romantic and picturesque than the Engadine, which has nothing of 
all this to recommend it, and is, it must be confessed, just a trifle monotonous. And yet, seeing that even 
now when the first novelty is past, it still continues to attract admiring visitors in ever-increasing 
numbers, it must possess charms at least as great as those of the beloved Oberland, though they be of 
a different character. The beauty of the Engadine is, indeed, less obvious and striking, and requires 
to be studied to be appreciated ; for it consists mainly in the unspoilt and primitive nature of the 
landscape. Just as a man who has lived for years and years in fashionable society, in rigid conformity 
with all the rules of conventionality and etiquette, feels a sudden emotion of surprise and pleasure when 
by chance he is brought into contact with some simple, unsophisticated specimen of humanity— one of 
Nature’s noblemen—so those who are satiated with gazing on scenery and landscapes of the ordinary type, 
magnificent as these may be, will find most refreshing, invigorating, and altogether beneficial effects 
produced by a tour through the Engadine, though at first they may find the country somewhat strange.
Under the name of the Engadine are included the mountains, the principal valley, and numerous 
lateral valleys, forming the great plateau, some fifty odd miles in length, which sweeps in a wide curve 
round the south-east of Switzerland and connects the north of Italy with the Tyrol and South Germany. 
The great chains of mountains which bound it on the north and south separate it on the one hand from the 
northern and central portions of the Grisons—the important valleys of the Prättigau, Davos, Bergiin, and 
Oberhalbstein—and on the other from the southern districts of the Yal Tellina, Poschiavo, Bormio, 
Münsterthal, and Vintschgau. The river Inn rises north of the Maloja pass, at the foot of the Septimer, and 
at a height of nearly six thousand feet above the level of the sea, and flowing through the whole length of 
the Engadine, falls some two thousand five hundred feet by the time it reaches Martinsbruck. This shows 
us that the Engadine lies at a. greater elevation than any other inhabited valley in Europe, with the 
exception, perhaps, of the valley of Avers ; and certainly there is no other at such an altitude which 
contains so large and thriving a population, or so many handsome and even wealthy villages. I t  is 
divided into two parts of unequal size—the Upper Engadine, which is about twenty-four, and the Lower 
Engadine, which is some thirty-three miles long ; and though the division is primarily a political one, 
it is also physical, as the two divisions are of an essentially different character. In  the Upper Engadine 
there is generally a mile and a half, and often three miles, between the two chains of mountains which 
bound it on either side, and the breadth of the valley makes it possible to cultivate the soil to good 
purpose, while, at the same time, it affords comfortable space for the villages and hamlets with which it 
is thickly dotted. The meadows extend up to the foot of the mountains, and are succeeded by a narrow 
belt of pine trees, above which are extensive alpine pastures stretching quite up to the precipitous 
rocky barrier which runs along on either side, with but little variation in height or outline. Over 
the crest of this wall-like ridge appear snow-crowned heights and extensive glaciers.
A  M O U N T A IN  F O B E 8 T .

I t  will give us some idea of the elevation of the bottom of the valley, if we consider that St. Moritz 
and Samaden, which seem to be situated in a deep hollow, are really on a level with the summit of 
the Eigi, whose Avide range of prospect we know so well. The whole of the Upper Engadine is said to 
have been a lake in ancient times, and there is a popular tradition to the effect that Madulein— in  medio  
(Eno—was once surrounded by water. There are still four lakes in the upper part of the basin, one 
of them being the well-known lake of St. Moritz, and they are connected with one another by the 
river Inn.
The Upper Engadine extends to Punt-auta or Pont-alta, a bridge below Scanfs, which spans the 
deep ravine between Cinoschel and Brail, where in the old troubled times stood a wall stretching 
across the valley in a diagonal direction, and dividing the Upper from the Lower Engadine. Beyond 
this point, and throughout the Lower Engadine, which extends to the Pomartin or Martinsbruck, 
the mountains approach one another much more closely—so closely, in fact, that the valley often becomes 
a mere ravine, and the river disappears from sight, while so little space is left available for any human 
habitations that the people have been obliged to build their villages 011 terraces high up above the valley. 
The northern side, being more sunny as well as less precipitous, is, as a natural consequence, more thickly 
populated than the other. The villages are not, however, nearly so large or so town-like as those of 
the Upper Engadine. The most important are Zernetz and Tarasp Schuls—Fex and Scharl being mere 
clusters of cottages. But the Lower Engadine can hardly be said to have been explored as yet, and there 
is much that is worth seeing in its lateral valleys which have hitherto escaped the notice of the ordinary 
tourist. Ho doubt they will be discovered in time ; but, for the present, there is quite enough to occupy 
us in the upper valley.
As we have already remarked, the Upper Engadine lies so far above the sea-level, that the village of 
Samaden is very little lower than the summit of the Eigi ; but if the traveller find it difficult to realise 
this, let him cross the Maloja or Bernina pass from Italy, and when he has at last toiled up to the village, 
after many hours’ incessant climbing, let him just take notice of the fact that even now he is almost at the 
bottom of the valley, though he is still nearly on a level with the vast glaciers which the Bernina sends 
forth into it. In  one description of the Upper Engadine the following passage occurs : il The descent 
from the Bernina to the valley is hardly perceptible, and the traveller would not be surprised to find 
himself in the midst of alpine chalets and pastures ; for, in point of fact, a valley such as this would be 
a mountain of very considerable size if it happened to be anywhere else ; and after taking so long to get 
up to it one is surprised to find it so thickly populated and studded from one end to the other with such 
large handsome villages. The sides of the valley are clothed with trees, but not to any great height ; the 
vegetation is of an almost exclusively alpine character, and snowy peaks rise on both sides immediately 
above the green alps, with which they are in close proximity. And yet the people here do not live in 
alpine chalets ; quite the contrary. Their houses are, many of them, so large and well built that they 
almost deserve to be called palaces. The balconies, with their iron balustrades of artistic design, the wide 
steps leading up to the front door, and the windows symmetrically arranged in the fresh white fronts of 
the houses, show at once that the inmates are not likely to be cowherds ; and if we still cherish any such 
illusion it is speedily dispelled by the sight of the numerous carriages which may be seen rolling quickly 
along the well-paved carefully kept roads in the valley. Such a sight as this is hardly to be seen 
anywhere else in Europe ; and the traveller who finds himself in the midst of this animated scene, with
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evidences of refinement and culture all around him, can scarcely believe that he is actually close to and 
within sight of the boundary line which marks off the habitable portion of the earth from that where all 
life ceases. And yet so it is ! ”
Accordingly, we shall not he astonished to find that there are no oranges to he gathered in this 
elevated region, and that the beautiful foliage of the beech, oak, elm, sycamore, walnut, and chestnut, 
with which we have been so familiar in other mountain regions, is here altogether wanting. In  fact, the 
Engadine is unfortunately characterized throughout by an entire absence of deciduous trees, and the 
otherwise pretty villages which stud the green pasture-lands look very bare and bald in consequence. 
The only trees are pines and firs, which grow and flourish in the steepest places and in the poorest soil, 
and seem to find the Engadine peculiarly favourable to then' growth. They attain to a greater size here 
than almost anywhere else ; and the red fir is found at a height of six thousand five hundred feet, the 
larch and P in n s  cern iva  seven thousand feet above the level of the sea. The last mentioned, a tree of very 
beautiful and vigorous growth, and a great ornament to the higher mountain regions, is variously known 
as the Arolla, Arve, alpine, or Eussian cedar, and Siberian pine, and is, p a r  excellence, the tree of the 
Engadine, though less so now than formerly. A t one time it was to be found in every part of the canton, 
and there were thick forests of nothing else ; but now it has disappeared to a great extent, and is generally 
found intermingled Avith other varieties. Between Sils and Pontresina, however, there are still large 
Avoods in Avliich it predominates. Vegetation in general is scanty in the Engadine, but such plants as there 
are will groAV here at an elevation higher by some fifteen hundred or two thousand feet than they will 
almost anywhere else ; and the snow-line is more than twelve hundred feet higher than it is in any other 
part of Switzerland, being about nine thousand five hundred feet above the level of the sea.
The wild animals of the canton are as essentially alpine in their character as is the A-egetation. To be 
sure, the steinbock, or ibex goat, once common throughout the whole of the Engadine, lias been utterly 
exterminated, and the chamois have so diminished in numbers that travellers very seldom succeed in 
catching sight of a specimen, though Tschudi maintains that there are still many more than a thousand in 
the higher mountain districts of the Grisons. HoAvever, it is quite certain that their numbers are very 
different noAV from what they were when Colani, “  the chamois prince of the Engadine,” could boast of 
having killed altogether two thousand eight hundred head in the course of his life ; and Zinsler, a 
huntsman of Scharans, killed thirty-one in the valley of Domleschg in the course of two months. On 
the other hand, the Engadine is so far better off than Bern in that it still possesses at least one genuine 
representative of the denizens of the old primaeval forests, namely the bear, which in the last-mentioned 
canton is now only to be seen carved in wood. I t  is by no means rare in the Engadine, though it is 
allowed to be hunted at all seasons of the year, as are also the wolf, lynx, vulture, eagle, and, unfortunately, 
even the oavI.
The good nature and quasi-humorous character of the bear have procured him some measure of sympathy, 
and the Engadiner would be grieved indeed if the same fate overtook him as has already overtaken the 
steinbock, notAvithstanding the fact that the annual damage done by the ancient and noble Ursine family 
seems to be by no means inconsiderable. However, as we have already said, there are plenty of bears as 
yet, thanks to the numerous inaccessible ravines and small rock-strewn Aralleys with which the whole 
district abounds. The lateral valleys, especially those of the Lower Engadine, arc their chief haunts, 
and they also frequent the adjoining valley of Münsterthal and the wooded mountains of Ofen. Grass, the
proprietor of one of the hotels in Zernetz, has himself killed so many hears that he has acquired something 
of a reputation as a huntsman, and is very willing to regale visitors with an account of his adventures. 
His village lies near the Yal Cluozza, which seems to have heen made with a special reference to the 
requirements of the bear. Tschudi mentions that the tenant of the Castle of Zernetz slew eleven hears with 
his own hand, and tells a number of interesting hear stories. On one occasion, in 1852, he says that 
five bears showed themselves in the Engadine at once ; and in 1853 sixteen sheep were found torn 
to pieces on the Karlematten Alp and fifteen on the Stutz Alp. The delinquents concerned were all
shot. In  1856, in the space of three days, there were shot in the woods of Zernetz a cub and its mother, 
and, on the Davos ridge, an old hear and two young ones. In  1860, a hear near Zernetz stole as many as 
seventeen sheep within a fortnight, and another had the audacity to come and feed by the side of the 
high-road near Sins in broad daylight. Tschudi himself found hears’ tracks almost daily in the districts we 
have mentioned, and not a week passed in which Master Bruin was not seen in one or other of the lateral 
valleys, sometimes alone, sometimes in company. These valleys contain some very retired, gloomy-looking 
ravines, which lie deeply embedded between steep and lofty mountains, whose sides are clothed to a
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height of more than seven thousand feet with pines and fir trees. In  such places as these the bear is 
well sheltered, and, as bear-hunting is never so ardently pursued as chamois-hunting, the race is not 
likely to die out for some time to come, which cannot but be a matter of congratulation with all true 
naturalists—provided, at least, they have no flocks and herds to suffer from Bruin’s depredations.
The wolf, on the other hand, the mean, impudent, rapacious wolf, gets no sympathy from any one. 
The bear is naturally generous, confiding, and almost benevolent in a way, and his short snout, small 
twinkling brown eyes, soft fine coat, and easy-going shambling gait, are by no means unprepossessing.
SAMADEtf.
But the dingy-coloured wolf is looked upon with very different feelings. He is vulgar in his tastes, and 
will even feed on human bodies,—a thing the bear never does ; nay, more than this, he will make a 
meal off one of his own species, and he will lurk at night behind hedges and fences, or in the neighbourhood 
of a farmhouse, waiting and watching like a coward for the chance of carrying off some stray child. People 
may make a pet of the bear, witness the bear-pit at Bern ; but the w’olf is unfortunate in his personal 
appearance ; his downcast sidelong glance, awkward, skulking attitudes, rough, ugly-coloured, hanging 
tail, unpleasant smell, and the fact that all his bones seem to be coming through his skin, make him
-
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altogether anything but an attractive object. Add to this that he is greedy, crafty, and malicious, and that 
he is of a thoroughly odious and suspicious disposition, and it is not wonderful that no one should 
he found to lament his extinction. Though not actually exterminated as yet, he is seldom seen in the 
Swiss Alps, and his only real haunts are in the mountain forests in the south-east of Switzerland, in 
the inaccessible ravines of Bergell, Poschiavino, Münsterthal, and the Engadine, where a few packs may 
still remain. Eive wolves were shot in the course of three months in the canton of Ticino in the year 1854. 
As for his food, the wolf despises nothing that is in any way eatable, not even such poor fare as lizards, 
frogs, or toads. He often steals after or lies in wait for the meanest prey, not excepting rats, mice, hazel- 
grouse, or Greek partridges.
Thief as he is, he is hunted by everybody, and as, since 1866, no licence has been necessary in any part
l ’OM TRESINA.
of the Grisons for the shooting of birds and beasts of prey, everybody is bent on killing a wolf. At 
the Eathhaus in Davos they still show a large net, into which the wolves used formerly to be driven on 
the occasion of a grand battue, and there are a number of wolves’ heads nailed up under the roof, the 
trophies of ancient days. In  the public register of landed property in Davos for the year 1646, under the 
head of “ Bear and wolf hunting,” a reward is promised to all who destroy a litter of wolf-cubs, or who 
shoot a bear or wolf and send its head to the Eathhaus.
But of all the wolf’s many enemies, the worst and bitterest is the sheep-dog, who hates him even more 
than his master does. In  spite of the relationship between them, there is a marked antipathy between the 
two ; and a wolf will always go out of his way rather than encounter a dog, no matter how small and feeble 
the latter may be. The dog, for his part, trembles all over when lie scents a wolf, and it is only the fine
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Bergamasque dogs who are hold enough to attack him ; but in their case the battle is a desperate one, and 
terminates only with the death of one or other of the combatants.
The Engadine possesses a good deal of feathered game, among which the cock of the woods, black cock, 
and ptarmigan are the most plentiful ; hut wild deer must be considered as extinct. Stags abounded in 
Switzerland at the time when pile-buildings were in vogue, and were larger than a fine horse ; but none 
have been seen about Basel for the last hundred years, and none have been shot in Aargau since 1854. 
Some five-and-twenty years ago they were still to be found in the retired valley of Münsterthal, in the 
extensive forests which clothe the mountains of Ofen, and in the wild mountains of Zernetz ; but the most 
that is now seen is an occasional solitary specimen which has wandered over from the Tyrol, and no 
number of game laws will ever bring these beautiful animals or the steinbock back to the mountains where 
once they dwelt.
There is much to interest the stranger in the manners, customs, and language of the Engadine. The
GLACIER-TABLE.
people are of Bomansch race and of a type more marked than the rest of the Graubündners. Their 
language too is softer and more euphonious, thanks to their proximity to Italy ; and, to distinguish it from 
the harsher dialect of Bomansch spoken in the Oberland between Chiamut and Tamins, it is called Ladin. 
I t  prevails chiefly along the banks of the Tipper Inn and in the Münsterthal. The following is a specimen 
taken from the history of the founding of the convent of Disentis : “ Qua cha’l sanct Sigesbert cun seis 
magister Columban passet tras la Bhetia, chattet el al Beno antérieur glieud talmaing sulvadia et povra, 
ch’el as laschet gnir compaschiun d’ella. El as fermct dimena nell’ odierna Part-sura, nels contuorns da 
Trims, et convertit alla ün horn rich, nomnà Placidus, il qual al regalet blers bains et il güdet fabrichar in 
quellas contradias sulvadias ün convent, chi survgnit il nom da Disentis.” The meaning of which is : 
“ When St. Sigebert and his master Columbanus passed through Bhætia, he found the people dwelling 
along the Vorder Bhein so poor and wild that he was moved with compassion for them. He therefore 
stayed in the neighbourhood of Truns, now called the Oberland, and there converted a rich man named 
Placidus, who gave him several estates and helped him to build there in the wilderness a convent, which
received the name of Disentis.” In  outward appearance, also, the people of the Engadine are decidedly of 
the Italian type. They have dark vivacious eyes, dark hair, slight figures, and marked features, and are 
generally interesting-looking if not regularly handsome—which, however, many of them are. They have 
abandoned their own distinctive costume for some time past, and the only portion of it which still survives 
is anything but pretty ; we allude to the strange coiffure worn by the women of the Lower Engadine—a 
cap with borders so deep that eyes, nose, and mouth are almost as effectually hidden as if the owners were 
Mahommedans.
The Engadine possesses no native industries, and, as the population is chiefly agricultural and pastoral, 
we must look elsewhere if we would discover the source of the wealth and prosperity which the valley
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enjoys. The Engadiner is to be found in all parts of the world ; and, whenever one sees a flourishing 
coffee-house or confectioner’s shop—whether it be in St. Petersburg, Paris, Borne, or Naples—one may be 
tolerably sure that the proprietor is a native of the Engadine. He is also frequently to be found engaged 
in trade, and as, whatever his circumstances may be, he is always frugal and thrifty, he almost always 
makes his fortune. But no sooner has he grown rich than he begins to yearn for home, and sooner or later 
he is sure to leave the busy, bustling city, and go back to the small quiet village where he was born. 
There he builds himself a villa, which is quite a palace in its way, and spends the rest of his days in his 
own beloved native land, free from all care and anxiety. Now that we know the Engadiner to be such a 
cosmopolitan character, it is easy to understand how he comes to be so sociable, so well versed in the ways
of the world, so quick at understanding foreigners, so well educated and experienced, and so ready-tongued. 
Almost all the men hereabouts speak their three or four languages with fluency, and the German is 
especially noted as being the best to be heard in Switzerland. Protestantism is the prevailing form of 
religion, and the people have always been very earnest in maintaining it. In  times gone by they fought 
zealously for then’ faith and also suffered much for it, especially during the miserable Austrian crusades, as 
one may easily see by a glance at the history of the Engadine and the neighbouring district of the 
Prättigau.
As to the meaning and derivation of the word “ Engadine,” opinions are divided. I t  is generally,
COSTUMES IN  TH E VAL TELLINA.
however, supposed to be a corruption of E n  co cVOcn, which means I n  c a p ite  Ocni, “ at the head of the 
Inn.” In  a document of the year 930 the valley is called Vcdlis E m a tin a , which is said to mean “ river 
d istrict”— r iv ie r a ;  being derived from cn, “ water,” and j a t ,  “ district.” Other suggested derivations are 
O cni G ad in a , “ upper valley of the I n n ;” or A q u a  D en g , from Deng or Degn, near the Maloja inn. From 
all this it is clear that the question has not yet been satisfactorily settled ; but however it he, one thing is 
tolerably certain, namely, that the valley takes its name from the river by which it is watered, for nearly 
all the streams which flow from the lateral valleys are called Ocn in the popular dialect. Probably, 
therefore, it is more correct to call the tributary which falls into the Inn at Süs the Oen da Susch, as the 
natives do, than Susasca, as the maps have it.
The whole valley falls naturally into two principal divisions, as we have said ; and so again the upper 
valley is divided into two clearly marked and distinct portions by the diagonal ridge of rock upon which 
the village of St. Moritz is situated. North-east of this natural boundary are the villages of Be vers ; 
Campovasto, also called Camogask ; Ponte, where the road over the Albula pass begins ; Madulein, with 
the ruins of the famous Castle of Guardava!!; Zutz, and Scanfs. Besides Samaden, which is more 
frequented by travellers than any other place in the Engadine except St. Moritz, there are also the villages
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of Cellerina, Campfér, Silvaplana, and the two hamlets called Sils, from which it is but a short journey to 
the pass of the Maloja, or Maloggia.
The Maloja pass is the most elevated spot in the valley of the Inn, being five thousand nine hundred 
feet above the level of the sea. I t  forms the boundary between the Upper Engadine and the valley of 
Bergoli, or Bregaglia, called in Boman times Prægallia. This mountain sends forth its waters into the 
Black Sea, the Adriatic, and we may even say the North Sea, for the Septimer sends forth more than one 
tributary to join the Bhine. However, this fact will not be brought before our notice in a rapid journey 
over the pass, the objects most likely to attract our attention being the Piz della Margna and Piz Lunghino, 
which tower aloft on either side of the elevated plateau and its scanty sprinkling of cottages. Mòre 
interesting than these two peaks, however, is the glorious view which the pass commands of the exquisitely
G E
beautiful valley of Bregaglia, which extends as far as Castasegna, a distance of about eighteen miles, and is 
hounded on the one hand by the mighty chains of Stalla and Avers, and on the other by those of the 
Val Tellina. Basking in the light of an almost Italian sun, and clothed with the luxuriant vegetation 
of the South, it comes upon the traveller as a strange and sweet surprise after the monotonous pine-woods 
of the Engadine, to which his eye has of late been accustomed, In  this elevated spot he is surrounded 
by huge blocks of granite, and the only flowers are alpine roses. Here the road begins to descend with 
surprising abruptness, and proceeds in a series of steep, perilous-looking zigzags to Casaccia ; and if any one 
should chance to find the air of the Engadine too cold, even in the August dog-days, he need only fly 
across the Maloja, and in a few hours’ time he may take his seat under the blooming pomegranates which
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adorn the garden of Signor Conradi’s Hotel at Chiavenna. Most tourists who come up hither, however, 
content themselves with a distant view of this enchanted ground, and then turn back satisfied, to pursue 
their journey for hours along the margin of the Lake of Sils, where there is hardly room left for the road, 
past the twin hamlets of Sils, and past Silvaplana to St. Moritz and Samaden.
Silvaplana too stands on a lake, just at the spot where the ancient road over the Julier pass descends 
into the valley. I t  is a pleasant place, situated in the midst of quiet green meadows, with a grand view 
of the mountains, some spurs of which advance close up to the roadway. These mountains are offshoots of 
the Piz Julier, so named, according to some people, in honour of their great Julius by the Bomans, 
who were acquainted with the pass; while according to others, it was dedicated to the sun-god Jul, 
who was worshipped on its summit. The name of Silvaplana, meaning “ a wooded plain,” has ceased 
to be appropriate now that the wood has entirely disappeared ; but, standing as it does at the junction
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of the roads from Chiavenna and the Bernina, the place possesses some importance as an emporium for 
merchandise.
ISText to Silvaplana comes the little village of Campfér, the ancient Campus ferri, with its brown 
cottages ; and now the road begins to present a more animated appearance, and we are reminded that 
we are drawing near to St. Moritz by encountering some of the visitors, who frequently walk to the 
charmingly situated Acla, or farm of “ Alpina,” whence there is a lovely view of the valley as far as 
Sils, including Campfér and Silvaplana with its lake. W hat with the little wooded promontory which 
juts out into the water, the beautiful alpine cedars, tender-lined larches, verdant meadows, and the 
bright sunshine which is so brilliantly reflected by the ice-clad mountains, the whole scene is charming, 
and the air is so exhilarating, so pure, and so fragrant that even the invalid soon finds himself restored 
to health.
But yonder lies another lake, green and smiling, and surrounded by woods, above which appears 
the top of the well-known Piz Languard ; and here, on a gentle mountain slope to our left, stands the 
pleasant friendly village of St. Moritz, the most elevated in the whole of the Engadine. Old St. Mauritium, 
called San Murezzaun in Bomansch, instead of being frequented chiefly, if not only, by pilgrims, as used 
to be the case, has of late years made itself a European reputation as a watering-place.
Though raised so far above the level of the sea, quite within the alpine zone, in fact, we shall 
find locomotion almost as easy as if we were in a plain ; and there is something in the situation of the 
place, and in the calm, simple grandeur of the surrounding scenery, which seems at once to produce 
a soothing effect upon the nerves. Certainly the wonderful cures wrought by the air and the water 
abundantly justify all that has been said and written in their praise. The efficacy of the waters was 
even recognised by so early an author as Theophrastus Paracelsus, who wrote : “ There is an acid spring 
at St. Mouritz, in the Engadine, which is superior to any other I  know of in Europe. I t  is most strongly 
impregnated with the acid during the month of August, and those who take it medicinally are speedily 
restored to health.”
I t  would be superfluous to say anything about the numerous cures effected here; but certainly 
Pindar was not far wrong when he declared that “ W ater is the best of all things,” at least so far as 
the water of St. Moritz is concerned. And yet there is something else here which is even better than 
the water. Other watering-places strive to make themselves attractive by all sorts of outward adornments ; 
but here Nature has done everything. Certainly the pleasure-grounds are well and tastefully laid out ; 
but the eye wanders away from them and over the woods to the frozen heights of the Piz della Margna, to 
the savage granite slopes of the Julier pass, then from the Piz Nair to the Piz Padella and Piz Ot, above 
Samadcn, and thence to the bleak rocks of the Piz Languard. Close at hand we have the village, which is 
increasing in size every year, and at the back of the Kurhaus there is a beautiful wood in which we may 
take delightful walks, or there is the lake with its gay pleasure-boats, which looks extremely inviting. 
Those who wish for longer expeditions may go to the Piz St. Gian, to Acla Silva, and to Acla Alpina, 
the farm already mentioned, or they may go farther still to the Piz Eosatsch or Piz Nair.
The Inn, which is a strong vigorous river, flows through the lake, and immediately afterwards 
forms a very beautiful cascade in the ravine of Chiarnaduras, which was formerly supposed to be 
inhabited by a dragon. Some man, tradition has not preserved his name precisely, saw the creature 
and was seized with severe illness in consequence. But there is no such thing as ill-health known
at St. Moritz nowadays, and we bid farewell to it with the heartfelt wish that all sufferers who resort 
to its healing springs may speedily he restored to health. Shortly after leaving St. Moritz we come 
to Samaden, the capital of the Upper Engàdine. I t  has some eight hundred inhabitants, and looks 
almost like a town ; certainly its main streets arc not what one expects to see in a village. The 
place is always animated, owing to the constant passage of travellers and merchandise on then’ way 
to and from the various important roads which here converge. Ho other village in the Engadine can
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boast such grand-looking buildings ; many of them, in fact, are small palaces—and this is especially 
the case with the residence owned by the ancient Planta family.
According to the fashion prevalent throughout the Engadine, however, the windows of these magni­
ficent mansions are generally remarkably small, and are more like loopholes. They are very small 
even in the sitting-rooms, and in the upper rooms are hardly visible at all ; but nine months of usually 
severe winter weather, which is what the natives of the Engadine are accustomed to, render these 
arrangements quite necessary. Nearly all the houses are of stone, and very solidly built ; some, as 
already mentioned, have balconies, outside staircases, and iron balustrades. A large door leads out of 
the street into the fien ile , where the hay is kept, which occupies the back part of the house. Under 
this there is usually a clean, tidy cow-house, which, though almost like a cellar, is often used as a
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sitting-room, as one sees by the tables and benches. The ordinary living-room occupies one corner 
of the ground-floor, and contains a gigantic stove and an immense press, the two pieces of furniture which 
are of most importance in the eyes of an Engadincr ; and besides these there are benches placed against the 
walls all round. The wood used for the flooring, wainscoting, &c., in the older houses, is generally
PEASANT-WOMAN 01’ TUB LOWER ENGADINE.
that of the Siberian pine or alpine cedar, which is covered with varnish of a peculiar smell to preserve it 
from noxious insects. Behind the stove is a steep staircase leading up to the sleeping-room. A good 
many changes have taken place in the domestic architecture of late years, however, and in some of 
the neighbouring places, such as Pontresina, one sees houses built quite in the modern style, with
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the larger windows and other improvements with which the Engadiner has become acquainted during 
his residence in foreign lands.
Samaden lies beneath the limestone rocks of the Piz Padella, which is connected with the granite 
peak of the Piz Ot by the rocky ridge known as the Trais Fluors, Three Flowers, or Three Sisters. 
This Piz Ot, i.e . lofty peak, is over ten thousand six hundred and sixty feet high, and quite rivals 
the famous Piz Languard in the fine view of the valley and the Bernina group to be seen from its summit. 
Tradition says that when St. Lucius preached from the Mittenberg, near Chur, he could bo heard as far 
as Trons and Disentis ; might Ave borrow for a moment his stentorian Amice, we Avould fain send down 
a greeting from the summit of the Piz Ot to the pleasant village of Samaden, and its venerable golden- 
hearted pastor, H err Menni, who has few equals here or elsewhere.
And now Ave must turn our steps towards Pontresina. The road runs along the bank of the often very 
mischievous stream called the Fletzbach, and passes the old mortuary chapel of Celerina, St. Gian, which 
lies to the right, on the farther side of some green meadows, and looks Arery picturesque, being perched 
upon a little rocky eminence and surrounded by larches. In  the summer-time these meadows are full of 
haymakers, men and women, from the Val Tellina. Their light red petticoats and waistcoats make them 
a*cry tolling objects in the landscape.
But people of a different type from these are also frequently to be met Awith on these roads, and about 
the Boscg and Morteratsch glaciers, namely the Bergamasque shepherds—picturesque, interesting-looking 
figures, Avith generally handsome faces of an Italian cast, long black curly hair, thick beards, and bright 
eyes. They wear coarse Avoollen garments and broad-brimmed sugar-loaf hats. In  wet weather, or when 
there is a cold wind, they Avrap themselves up in white cloaks ; for, as they ascend to heights which are 
quite beyond the range of any but themselves, they arc, of course, even more exposed to the inclemency of 
the Aveather than ordinary herdsmen. These hardy men come eA'ery summer from the Bergamasque 
A'alleys of Soriano and Brembano to the High Alps of Switzerland, bringing with them their flocks of large 
long-legged Bergamasque sheep, to feed on such scanty herbage as they can find among the rocks. I t  is 
becoming more and more a recognised fact, howeA'er, that their presence is detrimental both to the woods 
and alpine pastures, and they are not regarded with favour by any but the artist and tourist, in Aidiose eyes 
they are, of course, extremely interesting objects.
An hour’s journey from Samaden brings us to Pontresina ; and if the former place be the commercial 
centre of the Engadine, the latter is certainly the tourist centre—the head-quarters whence excursions 
may be most conveniently made to the Piz Languard, the Diavolezza, the Piz Corvatsch, Boval, Fuorcla, 
Surlei, and Fex, to the Chapiitschin and Sella pass, and round the Bernina. A walk through the woods 
from here will also bring us to the Pvoseg and Morteratsch glaciers, and to the Bernina houses, as Avell as 
to various other interesting spots.
Pontresina itself is situated in a lateral valley of the same name, which is not more than six miles long, 
and is bounded on one side by the Piz Languard and its associates, and on the other by the A'alleys, 
glaciers, and less lofty offshoots of the great Bernina group. The A'alley terminates in the Bernina pass, 
over which there is a fine road leading through the compactly built town of Puschkw, or PoschiaA'O, to the 
Yal Tellina and Bormio.
As soon as Ave reach Laret, the lower village of Pontresina, our attention is at once attracted by the 
dazzlingly white Eoseg glacier, with the silvery peaks of the Sella, Gliischaint, Monica, Chapiitschin, &c.,
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rising beyond it. These all belong to the great central mass from which all the mountains of the Engadine 
seem to radiate, namely, the mighty chain of the Bernina, which is remarkable both for the boldness of its 
outlines and the massive proportions of its snow-fields and glaciers. Piz Bernina is the name usually 
appropriated to the peak which towers aloft between the Bernina pass and the Valley of Boseg, and from 
it proceed the three valleys which are overlooked by Pontresina. The valley of Boseg lies between the 
Piz Bosatsch and Piz Chalchagn, and terminates in the famous glacier of the same name, which is 
surmounted by the Piz Bernina, or Monte Bosso da Scerscen, a peak over thirteen thousand feet high, and 
the loftiest of the group. East of the Boseg valley, and at the foot of H unt Pers, lies a second valley,
DAVOS AM PLATZ.
which is almost filled up by the Morteratsch glacier. Between H unt Pers and the Piz Bernina are the 
giant peaks of Zupo, Palli, and Cambrena, all of them girt round by glaciers. To the east of this again, 
and close to the great pyramid of the Piz Languard, lies the third valley, which leads up to the pass of the 
Bernina. The lower part of these three valleys may be visited by the most inexperienced of tourists ; but 
the upper part should not be attempted save by mountaineers well accustomed to snow and ice. To these 
latter we are indebted for all that we at present know about the remarkable district surrounding the 
Bernina, the highest of whose peaks was first ascended by a native of the Engadine in the autumn 
of 1850.
The way to the lower extremity of the Morteratsch glacier is by a level road which leads past the
Languard cascade and a picturesque saw-mill, which have formed the subject of many a sketch. On our 
way through a shady wood of Siberian pines we also pass the much more beautiful falls of the Bernina 
brook, which dashes with a thundering roar over huge masses of syenite rock, worn quite smooth by the 
action of the water. Beyond the falls there are the wooden bridges—one over the Bernina brook, the 
other over the stream which flows from the Morteratsch glacier ■ then follows a restaurant, and in a few 
minutes more we reach the blue wall of ice and the ice-grotto of the beautiful glacier, which descends 
lower than any other similar glacier in the Engadine, and advances far down into the forest. To gain any 
idea of the size of the glacier, or Vadret da Morteratsch, the traveller must ascend to the summit of the 
isolated Isola Pers, which rears its head from out the eternal ice, and has little or no vegetation to boast of. 
From this height there is a wonderful view of the pyramids of blue ice, ivliicli seem to rise from an utterly 
unfathomable depth, and of the conglomeration of fissures, crevasses, rents, and cracks which cover the 
surface of the glacier and present a truly formidable appearance. The action of the sun and the presence 
of various foreign bodies upon the ice combine to produce some most extraordinary effects, and we see 
great mounds, pillars, peaks, obelisks, needles, hollows, funnels, and what are known as “ glacier tab les”— 
large blocks or slabs of stone which have fallen upon the glacier, protecting the part immediately beneath 
them both from sun and rain, while the surrounding portion has melted away, leaving them supported 
upon pillars or pedestals of ice.
Yonder, by way of the rocky Isola Pers, leads the now much-frequented path to the H unt Pers, or 
summit of the Diavolezza, behind which lies a dreary, desolate waste, with the melancholy little lake of 
the Diavolezza. From here we descend to the hospitable Bernina houses, where we shall find something 
to console us for our exertions, namely, the splendid red Yal-Tellina wine, which all travellers in the 
Engadine thoroughly appreciate. I t  is not so abundant as it used to he in the old days when the traffic in 
it was at its height, and whole strings of mules with their drivers—or, in the winter, regular caravans of 
sledges—might be seen crossing the pass. The three houses presented a much more animated and 
interesting appearance then, and many a picturesque figure halted here for rest and refreshment ; hut now 
that there are so many other ways into the Engadine the Bernina pass is rather deserted.
In the summer-time the meadows about here are decked in the brightest green ; hut then- splendour is 
of short duration, inasmuch as winter reigns here for nearly nine months of the year, and his dominions are 
said to be steadily increasing in the neighbourhood of the Morteratsch glacier, which has advanced 
considerably within the last few years. The space it now occupies was once green pasture-land, if one is 
to put any faith in the story told by the old folks in the Bernina houses.
Once upon a time there were a young shepherd and shepherdess, who were deeply attached to one 
another ; hut the damsel’s parents refused to listen to the young man’s suit, and the latter, whose name 
was Aratsch, was so overwhelmed with despair that lie determined to go out into the world and make his 
fortune. The girl promised to he true to him for ever and ever, and she kept her promise for many years ; 
hut, as time went on and no news came of her absent lover, the loneliness and anxiety of her position 
preyed on her mind to such an extent that she gradually wasted away. Meanwhile the youth—who had 
greatly distinguished himself as a soldier in foreign lands—returned home a full-grown man, loaded with 
wealth and honours, and then learnt for the first time that his sweetheart was dead. Yo one recognised 
him, but he went once more to visit the alpine pasture which had been the scene of his short-lived 
happiness, and then disappeared again for ever. But the maiden, even after lier death, long continued to
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haunt the place she had loved so well, and the cowherds used to see her going ah out all her old duties on 
the alp and in the chalet, looking very beautiful, hut sad, and always weeping and sighing. Often, too, 
they clearly heard the mournful cry, “ M o r t  A r a ts c h  / ” ( “ Aratsch is dead!” ) But the alp prospered 
wonderfully, and the herdsmen, pitying the maiden’s sad fate, treated her wraith with great reverence. 
One rude man, however, one day refused to allow her to enter the chalet, and from that day the maiden 
was seen no more 5 the alp, moreover, ceased to prosper, and the glacier encroached so much upon it that 
i t  was soon deserted, and has remained deserted ever since, the ice having now advanced quite down into
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the valley. The popular opinion is that the adjacent mountain of H unt Pers—or “  Lost Mountain ”—owes 
its name to this circumstance ; hut some people derive the word m o rtcr , or m u rtê r , from the Keltic m o rta v i, 
“ a thick wood,” and consider the syllable a tsch  merely as an augmentative.
Either name, however, might be given with more show of reason to the valley and glacier of Eoseg, 
the latter being the most extensive single glacier of the Bernina group. A morning walk up to this 
glacier from Pontresina is one of the pleasantest expeditions the traveller can make. The valley through 
which our road lies is enclosed between the Piz Eosatsch and Piz Chalchagn, whose precipitous sides are 
clothed with woods and meadows. Plants of various kinds grow along the water’s edge, and among the
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rqcks and stones which strew the ground, and one has literally to wade through beds of alpine roses. 
Those who have any desire to see what the interior of a real mountain chfilet is like will find a better 
opportunity of satisfying their curiosity here thgn anywhere else ; and though they will probably not see
THE PKAETTIGAUER CLTJS.
much to admire, they may be supplied with milk of excellent quality. There is a great charm about this 
valley, with its view of the great glacier in the background ; and so popular is it with tourists that the 
road is generally as much thronged as if it were a fashionable promenade.
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But we cannot afford to linger any longer by the way, though we must not expect, during the short 
remainder of our tour, to see anything more beautiful—or, at all events, more grand—than is to be found 
in these mountain valleys.
On rattles the diligence, carrying ns past the villages of Madulein, Scanfs, Zernetz, and Siis, and into 
the Lower Engadine ; which seldom, however, proves very attractive to those who visit it after they have 
seen and enjoyed the finer scenery of the upper valley. All who ever read newspaper advertisements are, 
of course, familiar with the name of Tarasp-Schuls ; but the place itself is but a feeble reflection of 
St. Moritz. Yonder, perched on a précipitons cliff, stands the grand old château of Tarasp, formerly owned 
by the lords of Tarasp, who maintained their authority over the village in spite of the general emancipation 
effected by the League. The castle was deserted from 1815, and the medicinal springs were quite 
neglected until the year 18GO, when communication was established between the village and the rest of the 
world. Since then Tarasp, as well as Schuls, Fettan, and Vulpera, have been making rapid progress. 
Schuls has the same aspect as St. Moritz, but the climate is milder. Its old church, situated upon a lofty 
eminence, reminds one of the battle between the inhabitants and the Austrians, who attacked them in 
1621. Men and women alike took part in the struggle and fought desperately, until the ground was 
strewn with their dead bodies.
Betnrning to Siis, which stands at the mouth of a valley called the Susascathal, from the voluminous 
torrent by which it is watered, we proceed on our way up to the Fliiela pass. The scenery is fine, and 
close at hand we see the Piz del Ees, Mur ter öl, Piz Badred, with the Grialetsch glacier, and the .mouths 
of the Yal Floss and Kehrenthal. The road winds about a great deal, and the diligence rolls slowly along 
between woods and cliffs, and often on the very verge of the precipice, until at length we reach the summit 
of the pass, seven thousand eight hundred and eighty-four feet ah ove the level of the sea, where stands the 
lonely little inn called the Fliiela Hospice, surrounded by solemn, awful-lookiug mountains, and exposed 
to the most cutting winds. To the left the Schwarzhorn rears its gloomy head, and opposite it stands the 
dazzling Weissliorn. A t the foot of the Schwarzhorn glacier, which supplies it with water, lies the green 
Lake of Schotten, which is almost always covered with ice ; and, separated from it only by the width of the 
road, we see the brighter-looking Lake of the Weissliorn. A few of the Engadine and Ortler mountains 
are visible in the east, but in dull weather the whole scene is decidedly dreary ; and the next stage of our 
journey is not much more cheerful, as it takes us through a wilderness of grey rocks, stones, and débris, 
interspersed, indeed, with abundance of alpine flowers, but still desolate-looking. A little farther 011 we 
come in sight of the inn “ Zur Alpenglocke,” and farther down still we reach that of the “ Alpenrose,” or 
“  Alpine Pose,” so named from the rhododendron which grows about here in such immense profusion that 
the rocks are all aglow with it, and we soon forget the desert we have left behind us. The road now 
becomes more cheerful, and turning off to the left descends into the valley which is watered by the 
Landwasser. W e catch glimpses of meadows, fir woods, mountain tops, then of a sparkling lake and a 
village, and we know that we are in Davos, and that the village yonder is Davos Durili, that of Davos am 
Platz lying a little farther back.
The whole district of Davos is dotted with houses, hamlets, and cottages ; but it is only at the two places 
just mentioned, Im Platz and Dorili, that there is anything approaching to a village. The valley is ah out 
fifteen miles long, and the greater part of it is some five or six thousand feet above the level of the sea. I t  is 
enclosed by mountains, of which the most considerable are the Schyahürner, Schwarzhorn, and Hochdukan.
Tradition says that the valley was discovered in the thirteenth century by the huntsmen of Donat von 
Vaz, who were not slow to appreciate the value of its rich meadows and clear streams, as well as the 
abundance of fish with which the lake was supplied. The baron who was the feudal lord of the district 
allowed the men to settle here, and called the valley D a v o s  ( T a va u , in Eomansch), or, as the common 
people pronounce it, D a fo a s , which means “ behind.” This is the popular account of the way in which 
the valley was settled ; but, as a matter of fact, it seems that its first inhabitants came from Valais. For 
centuries Davos was neglected and left to undisturbed repose ; but of late years a number of hotels have 
suddenly sprung up, for as soon as it became known that persons suffering from consumption might be 
greatly benefited, and even cured, by a sojourn here, the fame of the place spread with wonderful rapidity.
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I t  is never empty, and even in the winter there are as many as five hundred visitors here waiting for the 
disappearance of the snow and the return of spring. I t  is to this circumstance that Davos owes all its 
interest, for in itself it possesses but few attractions, and the scenery of the neighbourhood is only 
moderately beautiful. Its healthfulness, however, makes many people glad to spend as much as six 
months at a time here.
The scenery about Klosters, the first large place in the Prättigau, is of a more pleasing and cheerful 
character. Prättigau, “ the valley of meadows,”  which lies between the beautiful chains of the Rhätikon 
and Hochwang, is the most important valley in the Grisons, and appears to enjoy the especial favour of 
Heaven. The mountains are fine and arc terraced with rich meadows, vegetation is most luxuriant, and
the people are not only prosperous and good-looking, but they live in picturesque, comfortable houses, and 
their alps are said to be stocked with some of the finest cattle to be seen anywhere. There are more
B
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legends and more historical reminiscences connected with this district than with any other part of 
Switzerland. I t  is delightfully refreshing to walk along by the side of the foaming Landquart, past the
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pleasant villages of Semens, IviVblis, Jenatz, Schiers, Grüsch, and Seewis, and past groups of houses and 
numerous chfilets and stables.
As we wander along we shall often he tempted to stand still and admire the timber houses, many of 
which are very fine specimens of ancient woodwork, and are almost more beautiful than those of the 
renowned Bernese Oberland—to which, however, they hear considerable resemblance. They have, for 
example, the usual wooden staircase leading up to a projecting gallery, which is generally filled with 
flowers, the brilliant scarlet lychnis being especially conspicuous, and harmonizing well with the dark 
brown of the woodwork. The whole house is constructed of wooden logs, skilfully put together and carved 
with various ornamental devices and inscriptions ; the latter being made out in antique or wedge-shaped 
characters, and consisting of names, dates, and pious sayings. I t  is a thousand pities that we cannot stay 
and gossip awhile with some of the people here, for they possess rich stores of legendary lore. 
Innumerable tales are told of the “ wild men,” avIio  seem to have sprung from this neighbourhood ; and 
there is one particularly beautiful and poetical legend current about the Fairy Madrisa, who fell in love 
with the son of a cowherd, and is said to have given her name to the Mädrishorn ob Saas.
W e are now nearing the farther end of the Prättigau, and the steep cliffs on either side approach closer 
and closer together, while the road is often blasted in the hard rock. The Landquart rushes furiously along in 
its narrow stony bed, and the wind roars through the valley behind us to blow us out into the open country. 
Yonder is the gorge known as the Clus, usually called the “ Schloss” by the people of the Prättigau.
A  long dusty road leads in a perfectly straight line from the Clus to the railroad, which will take us 
down the Valley of the Bliine to the Lake of Constance, where our tour began. But we must make one 
last halt at Bagatz, that we may see the gorge of the Taurina, of which we harm heard so much. Bagatz 
itself too, standing as it does in the midst of the broad bright Valley of the Bhine, with glorious woods 
all around it, is a very refreshing pleasant place. The houses, which are half-buried in rich green foliage 
and are surrounded by gardens, look cheerful and hospitable, and there is an air of elegance and refinement 
about all that meets the eye, such as shows clearly that the tastes and requirements of the many 
distinguished visitors who annually come to Bagatz have been carefully studied and provided for. The 
village is overlooked by two mediæval castles, which are rich in historical associations ; and that nothing 
may be wanting to complete the harmony of the landscape, the horizon is bounded by the beautiful forms 
and outlines of the ever-glorious Alps. A very little farther on, however, Mature shows herself under a 
totally different aspect. Grey cliffs rise to right and left of us, with trees clinging desperately to the 
scanty support afforded them. To the left of the winding road the impetuous Tamina rushes along with a 
loud roar, and here and there a mountain streamlet comes foaming down the cliff and is lost in a cloud of 
spray. Alpine roses, saxifrages, and wild creepers of all kinds cover the rocks, and fragments of grey 
nummulite, which have gradually been worn .into strange distorted shapes or marked with Avondcrful 
hieroglyphics by the action of the boiling waters, which haA'e been dashing through the gorge from time 
immemorial. A t the far end of the ravine, and looking as if it were jammed in between the cliffs, stands 
the old bath-house of Pfaeffers, and behind it is the celebrated chasm through which the river rushes 
w ith frantic fury. The source of the hot springs is in a cavern among the rocks—
“ Dim seen, tliro’ rising mists and ceaseless show’rs,
The hoary cavern •wide-surrounding low’rs.
Still thro’ the gap the struggling river toils,
And still below the horrid cauldron boils.”
Surely some wonderful drama must have been enacted here long ago in old primæval times. The 
Titans themselves are all dead and gone now, however, though they have left their wild scenery behind, 
and their stage is now occupied by puny, sickly mortals, who come hither to wonder and muse over the 
relics of former ages.
The September sun is sinking rapidly in the west, and its last rays are illuminating the forests and 
mountains of our beloved Switzerland. The summer is ended and our holiday ramble is over ! A good 
deal of snow has probably fallen upon the mountains in the interior by this time, and the flocks and herds 
are reluctantly wending their way down into the valleys. We ourselves are passing once more through 
the Canton of Appenzell, and this evening we shall cross Lake Constance and set foot on German soil 
again ; but the wild, long-drawn notes of the Alpine horn still echo in our ears, and we seem to hear 
the plaintive song in which the herdsman bids adieu to his favourite Alps :—
“ Farewell to the pastures 
So sunny and bright !
The herdsman must leave you 
When summer takes flight.
“ We shall come to the mountains again when the voice 
Of the cuckoo is heard, bidding all things rejoice,
When the earth dons her fairest and freshest array,
And the streamlets are flowing, in beautiful May.
“ Ye pastures and meadows,
Farewell then once more !
The herdsman must go,
For the summer is o’er.”
f  H IN TED  BY YTBTDE AND CO., LIM ITED , C IT T  B 0 4 D , LONDON.

, !
■ .
V ' 
'
.
'
, .

c•e
fi
